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Printed for Jacos T 0x80, at Shake- 


ſpear's Head, over-againſt Katharime- 
Sereet in the Strand. 1717. 


To the Right Honourable 


L ONE L 


EARL of 


Dorſet and Middleſex. 


[IR T looks like no great Com- 
00 | — to Your Lordſhip, 


<A, x Your Name 


== eo this Ep, when in the 
— 2 * declare the Book 
is publiſh'd almoſt againſt 

my Inclination. But in all Caſes, My 
LA the dave an Bates Ride t to 
whatever may be call'd Mine. 
of the following Pieces were writ by 
the Command our Excellent Father; 
and moſt of the reſt, under his Protecti- 


on and 
4 3 The 


DEDICATION. 
The particular Felicity of Your 
My Lord, the 44 
Your Mind, (which, without ſuſpicion 
of Flattery, tell You are v 
great) the good cation with whi 
theſe Parts have been improved, and 
Your coming into the World and fee- 
ing Men very early, make us expect 
from Your Lordſhip all the God, which 
our Hopes can form in Favour of a 
youn obleman. Tx Marcellus eric, 
our Eyes and our Hearts are turned on 
You: You muſt be a Judge and Maſter 
of all Polite Learning, a Friend and Pa- 
tron to Men of Letters and Merit, a 
faithful and able Counſellor to Your 
Prince, a true Patriot to Your Coun- 
WT an Ornament and Honour to the 

itles You eſs, and in one Word, 
a Worthy Son to the Great Earl of 
Dorſet. 

It is as impoſſible to mention that 
Name without defiring to Commend 
the Perſon, as it is to give him the Com- 
mendations which his Virtues deſerved. 
But I aſſure my ſelf, the moſt agreeable 
Compliment I can Sy ry Lord- 
fhip, is to pay a grateful to Your 
Father's Memory: And my own Obli- 
gations to Him were ſuch, that the World 
muſt pardon my Endeavouring at His 


* WA. — 
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DEDICATION. 
Character, however I may miſcarry in 
the Attempt. 


A Thoufand Ornaments and Graces 
met in the Compoſition of this Great 
Man, and contributed to make Him uni- 
22 7 and 2 — 1 — Fi- 

s Body was Strong, Propor- 
— Beautiful: and — 2 His Pi- 
cture well Drawn, it muſt deſerve the 
Praiſe given to the Portraits of Ka- 
Pbael, and at once create Love and Re- 
ſpect. While the Greatneſs of his Mein 
inform'd Men, they were approaching 
the Nobleman; the Sweetneſs of it in- 
vited them to come nearer to the Patron. 
There was in his Look and Geſture 
ſomething, that is eaſier conceived than 
deſcribed; that gain'd upon You in his 
Favour, before he ſpoke one Word. 
His Behaviour was Eaſie and Courte- 
ous to all; but Diſtinguiſhed and Adap- 
ted to each Man in particular, accord- 
ing to his Station and Quality. His Ci- 
vility was free from the Formality of 
Rule, and flowed immediately from his 
good Senſe. 

Such were the Natural Faculties and 
Strength of His Mind, that He had oc- 
caſion to borrow very little from Edu- 
cation; and * thoſe Advantages 

4 e 


enn 
to His own Parts 
Sn 


ire b 
Wit A L Noble Bold: Wit 
in moſt Writers is like a Fountain in a 
Garden , ſupply'd 9 ſeveral Streams 
brought thro” artful pes, and 
ſometimes agreeably: But the 
Dorſet's was a Source riſing from the 
Top of a Mountain, which forced its 
- way, and with inexhauſtible Sup- 
plies delighted and inriched the Country 
thro* which it paſs d. 
This extraordinary Genius was ac- 


y'd with fo true a Judgment in 
all Parts of fine „ that what- 


proper 
| 1 and he perfect 
ane by ing and Digeſting 


beſt Authors, tho” he quoted them voy 


ſeldom : 


Py 4 ſeem'd to draw his Know- 
from his own Stores, than to owe 
it to any Foreign Aſſiſtance. 

The Brightneſs tneſs of his Parts, the Soli- 
* of his 1 and the Candour 
and Generoſſty Of his Lemper diſti d 
dim in an Age of — oliten _ 


4 —_ 2 * 
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Hudibrat; 


DEDICATION. 


at a Court abounding with Men of the 
fineſt Senſe and Learning. The moſt 
eminent Maſters in their ſeveral ways 
'd to his Determination: Wal 
tit an Honour to conſult him in 
the ſs and Harmony of his Verſe; 
and Dr. Sprat, in the Delicacy and Turn 
of his Proſe: Dryden determines by him, 
under the Character of Exgenizs, as to 
the Laws of Dramatick Poetry. Butler 
ow'd to that the Court taſted his 
icherley, that the Town 
liked his Plain Dealer, and the late 
Duke of Back: deferr'd to publiſh 
his Rehearſal, till he was ſure, 2 5 
exprefſed it ) that my Lord 
would not Rehearfe AM 
If we wanted foreign Teton, 
Fontaine and St. ing have acknow- 
d, that he was a Maſter in the 
Be and Fi of their Language, 
and of all that they call e Belles Ler- 
zres: Nor was this Nicety of his Judg- 
ment confined only to Books and Li- 
teratare; but was the ſame in 
Painting, and. all other Parts of Art. 
Bernizs would have taken his Opinion 
upon the Beauty and Attitude of a Fi- 
gure; and King Charles did not agree 
with * that my Lady Cleveland's 
Ay Picture 


DEDICATION. 


Picture was finiſhed, till it had the Ap- 
probation of my Lord Backharft. 

As the * which he made of 
others Writings could not be refuted ; 
the Manner in which he wrote, will 
hardly ever be equalled: Every one of his 
Pieces is an Ingot of Gold, intrinfically 
and ſolidly Valuable; ſuch as, Wro _ 
or Beat thinner, would ſhine * 
whole Bock of any other Author. 
Thought was always New, and the Ex 


of it { A 
4 ED 


IONS 
it looks Natural, and is Ini- 
1 — — have a Mix- 
— Strength; con- 
Mo pre Lenore pry nr 
eee =o 2 Ted ſo ſe- 
verely Pointed, in it appears 
har ks — Friend, the Earl of &o- 


22 (chat other Prodigy of the Age) 
Thebeft good Man, with the worſt-natur'd 
2 here that Character may juſtly 


be Applied to him, which VE OE 


> 
\ 
1 
: 
* 


| 
: 
: 


DEDICATION. | 

- as Kind, that ever 

iv 

Omnne vafer vitium ridenti Flaccus amico 
T angit, & admiſſns circum præcordia ludit. 
And the Gentleman had always ſo much 
the better of the Satyriſt, that the Per- 
ſons touched did not know where to fix ' 

their Reſentments; and were forced to 
appear rather Aſhamed than Angry. Yet 
fo far was this great Author Va- 
ing himſelf upon his Works, that he 
not what became of them, though 
every body elſe did. There are many 
TP of His not Extant in Wu. 
which however are always repeated, 
like the Verſes and Sayings of the An- 
tient Drazds, they retain a univerſal Ve- 
neration, tho” they are preſerved only by 
As it is that thoſe Men who 


are leaſt ified for Buſineſs, love it 


molt; my Lord Dorſet's Character was, 
that He certainly underſtood it, but did 
not care for it. 

Coming very Young to the Poſſe ſſion 
of two Plentiful Eſtates, and in an Age 
when Pleaſure was more in Faſhion than 
Buſineſs; he turned his Parts rather to 
Books and Converſation, than to Poli- 
ticks, and what more immediately re- 
lated to the Public: But 1 


DEDICATION. 


— of his Country demanded. his Af- 
ce, He readily entred into the moſt 
A —— and underwent the 

eſt with a Co of 
Mind, which ſhewed, that he — 


only read the Rules of Philoſt 
— cn the Practice of --— wk 


In the firſt Datch War he went a Vo- 
lantier under 3 His Be- 


haviour, d Was 
ſuch as diſtingui by the Serul —— 


ded from that. Hildebrand of the Name, 


who was one of the ſt Captains 
that came into land with the Con- 
queror. But his making a Song the Night 


before the | ement (and it was one 
of the that ever was made) car- 
ries withit ſo ſedate a Preſence of Mind, 
and fuch an unuſual Gallantry, that it 
deſerves as much to be Recorded, as A- 


lexander”s. | with his Soldiers, be- 
may = i 7 Nom Granicus ; or Willians 


ange, givi Order over 

. for a Kas, 85 to be 

inthe Morning: Teſt — hap- 
pen to fleep too long 

Fn the ining part 

of King Charles Nei he continued 

to live in Honourable : He was 


383 bo he , and 
Poſſeſſed, not only his Maſter's boon, 


2141 


* 


* 
9 * 


48 
f 


8. 


uide of Her ne- 
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thought the ESE. Dorſet was 


«1 


wit 11 


1 121 


10 0 
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ng a 
miſhes and I 
The Fi — 


pe 


of matti 


— 


way 


DEDICATION. 
panied with a moſt lively Invention, 
and true Humour: The little Violences 
and eaſie Miſtakes of a Ni t too gaily 

and that too in the Beginning of 
7 ere always ſet Right the next 
Day, with great Humanity, and ample 
jon. His Faults bro t their 


Generofity what be 59), Favoar ; and 
ways prepoſſe 
it was in Fat what the late Earl 
ſaid in Jeſt to King Charles, 

know how it was ; but 


% . tt 


DEDICATION. 


He was Sharp in his Neflections; 
ne place: his Darts 
were ſure to w - but they were 


ſure too to hit None but thoſe, whoſe 
Follies gave them very fair Aim: And 
when he allowed no Quarter, he had 
certainly been provoked by more than 
common Error : By Mens tedious and 
2 Recitals of --y own Af- 
irs, or by their multiply'd Queſtions 

about his 57 extreme and 
Impertinence, or the mixture of t 

an ill-judg'd and never-ceafing Civili- 
ty; or laltly, by the two Things that 


were his utter Averſion, the Infinuation 


of a Flatterer, and the Whifper of a 


[ 
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DEDICATION. 


A 5009 Nature is Gd. by 

$ ature is ſai 

1 = Hif. a great Author, to > Ju 

La. 304! more particularly to the Ex- 
liſ than any other Nation; 

n be faid, that it belo 


it may 


ought indeed to 
his Defects: 


5 


to 
during thoſe little Tranſports of 
which I juſt now faid he 
ſubject, I have known his Servants 
is way, that they might make 
it immediately after; for he 
ood Fortune to be Chid, 


BE 


TIF 
5 


5 


le of the Old Houſe- 
lijh Nobleman. A 


of his Gueſts think himſelf at Home; 
and an Abundance, which ſhowed that 
the Maſter's Hoſpitality extended to ma- 

| ny 


. F 4. 4a. ..i i. ex; 
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DEDICATION. 


ny more, than thoſe who had the Ho- 
to fit at Table with him. 

his Dealings with other Men, his 
Care and Exactneſs that every one ſhould 
have his Due, was ſuch, that one would 
think he had never ſeen the Court: The 
Politeneſs and Civility with which this 
Juſtice was adminiſtred, would convince 
he never had lived out of it. 

e was ſo ſtrict an Obſerver of his 
Word, that no Conſideration whatever 
could make him break it; yet fo cauti- 
ous, leſt the Merit of his Act ſhould ariſe 
from that Obligation 


violable was he in his Friendſhip, and ſo 
kind to the Character of th whom 
222 honoured with a more in- 
than a Demonſtration of ſome Edfential 


Fault, could make him break 

and then too, his good N i 
conſent to it, without the greateſt 
luctance and Difficulty. Let me give one 
Inſtance of this amongſt 
as Lord Chamberlain, he was obliged to 
take the King's Penſion Mr. 

den, who had long before 
out of a Poſſibility 2 
vour from the Court, my 


8 


DEDICATTON. 
him an Equi 


| lieved his Neceffities ; and while: he 
| him his Aſſiſtance in Private, in Publick 
he extenuated or pitied his Error. 

The Foundation indeed of theſe Ex- 
cellent Qualities, and the Perfection of 
my Lord Dorſet's Character, was, that 
unbounded Charity which ran th 
the whole Tenour of his Life; and 
as viſibly predomi 
Faculties of his 
in Heaven above Her Siſter Virtues. 

Crouds of Poor daily his 

were (till by his ſending 
moſt worthy Objects of his Bounty to 


gs cc ates: The Eager 
the Sick, as he accidentally faw 
them, were ſent from the Strect to the 
ian; and many of them not only 
to Health, but ſupplied with 
r 
former Calli 


| and make their future 
| | Life happy: The Priſoner has often been 
ut releaſed b Lord's paying the Debt; 
and the ned has been ſaved 
his Interceſſion with the Sovereign 

where he thought the Letter of the La 
wo rigid. To thoſe whoſe Circumitan- 
ce. 


} 
ö 
p 
. 
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ces were ſuch, as made them aſhamed of 
their Poverty, he knew how to beſtow 
his Munificence, without offending their 
Modeity; l 
quent Preſents, gave them what amount- 
ed to a Subſiſtence: Many yet alive know 
this to be true, tho” wel rg none ; 
nor ever was more uneaſy, than when 
one mentioned it to him. 
e may find among the Greeks and 
Latins, Tiballus and Gallas, the Noble- 
men that writ Poetry; »/izs and 
Mecenas, the Prote&ors of 8 
Ariſtides, the Citizen ; and Atticut, 
iend ; and bring them in 


 Tirxs was not more the Delicie Hune- 
on this Account, than my 
Lord Dorſet was: And without any Ex- 
aggerat eration, that Prince did not do more 

E 


Let _ 
Your Poſterity a — for ever; to 
32 and if poſſible to be excel- 


As 
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Mar. Pzx10s, 


PREFACE. 


which were never 2 Printed, ant 

4 baue lain as quiet 

more . in 4 Corner BR = wes 

as be turns — over, will 

I - 3 Allowance for their having 

© been writ at very diſtant Times, aud on 

very different Occaſions, and take them 

as they happen to come, Publick Pane- 

gyrics, Amorons Odes, ſerious Reflections, 

or Idle Tales; the Product of his leiſure 

Flomrs, who had commonly Buſineſs e- 

nough upon his Hands, and was only a 

Poet by Accident. 

[ take this Occaſion to thank 00d 
Friend and School-fellow, Mr. Di 

for his excellent Verſion of the Carmen 

— tho* my Gratitude juſtly 

4 little Envy with it: for I beheve 


the moſt accurate Fudges will find the 
Tranſlation exceed the Original. 


1 muſt likewiſe own my ſelf obliged tc 
Mrs. er, who. has 45 me leave to 
Print a aſtoral of her Writing ; That 
Poem having 38 the Ve Fae — 1 


diately — . I wi 
prevailed withto p —_— 
of that m_ in Lins inde of ber 


Sex, aud "be F meneſ; if ber Genms, con- 


Jpiret to ger her a very diſtinguiſhing Cha» 
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On EXODVUSI. 14 
Tam that I am. 


As O D E. 


Written in 1688, as an Exerciſe at St. 
John's College, Canibridge. 


= AN! Foolih Man! 

| her do hoo OR 

g Scarce haft thou Thought enough 
* to prove Thou art; 

Yer ſteelꝰd with ſtudy d Boldneſs, thou dar ſt try 

To ſend thy doubting Reaſon's dazled Eye 


Through the myſterious Gulph of vaſt Immenſiry- 


B Muc 


2 Peet on ſeveral Occaſions, 
Much thou canſ there diſcern, much thence impart, 
Vain Wretch! ſuppreſs thy knowing Pride ; 

Mortiſie thy learned Luſt : 
Vain are thy Thoughts, while thou thy ſelf art Duſt. 
II. 
Let Wit her Sails, her Oars let Wiſdom lend; 
The Helm let politick Experience guide; 
Yet ceaſe to hope thy ſhort · liy d Back ſhall ride 
Down ſpreading Fate's unnavigable Tide. 
What tho” ſtill it fazther tend? 
'Still *ris farther from its End; 
And in the Boſom of that boundleſs Sea 
Srill finds its Error lengthen with its Way. 
III. 
With daring Pride and inſolent Delight [crown'd; 
Tout Doubts refolv'd you boaſt, your Labours 
And, Berns! your God, forſooth, is found 
Incomprehenſible and Infinite. 
But is he therefore found? Vain Searcher ! no; 
Let your imperfect Definition ſhow, 
That nothing you, the weak Definer, know. 
IV. 
Say, why ſhou'd the collected Main 
It ſelf within it ſelf contain? a 
Why to its Caverns ſhou d it ſometimes creep, 
And with delighted Silence ſleep 
On the lov'd Boſom of its Patent Deep? 


Why 


— 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
Why mou d its num ro Waters ſtay 
fn comely Diſcipline, and fair Array, 
Till Winds and Tides exert their high Command! 
Then prompt and ready to obey, 
Why do the riſing Surges ſpread 
Their op'ning Ranks o'er Earth's ſubmiſſive Head, 
— na 


Why does the confan Su 
Why does he order the Diurnal Hours 
To leave Eanh's other Part, and riſe in ours? 
Why does he wake the correſpondent Moon, 
And fill her willing Lamp with liquid Light, 
Commanding her with delegated Pow'rs 
To beautifie the World, and bleſs the Night? 
Why does each animated Star 
Love the juſt Limits of its proper Sphere? 
Why does each conſenting Sign 
With prudent Harmony combine 
To gird the Globe, and regulate the Year? 
VI. 


Theſe unfathom d Wonders try: 
With fancy'd Rules and arbitrary Laws 

Matter and Motion he reſtrains; 
And ſtudy d Lines and fictious Cixeles draws : 
Ba Then 


4 Poems on ſeveral Occaſtons. 
Then with imagin'd Soveraignty 
Lord of his new Hypotheſis he reigns. 
Ke reigns: How long? till ſome Uſurper tiſe; 
| And he too, mighty Thougbeful, mighty Wiſe, 
Studies new Lines, and other Cireles feigns. 
| - From this laſt Toil again what Knowledge flows? 
Jaſt as much, perhaps,” as-fhows, 
That all his Predecefſor's Rules 
Were empty Cant, all Fargon of the Schools; 
That he on t'other'g Ruin rears his Throne; 
And ſhows his Fucnd's Miſtake, and thence con- 
277 — his ow, 
On Earth, i Air, .ar=*idt the and Skies, 
Mountainous Heaps of Wo riſe ; 
Whoſe tow'ring Stiength will ne er ſubmit 
To Reaſon's Batteries, or the Mines of Wit: 
Yer ftill enquiting, ſtill miſtaking Man, 

Each Hout repuls'd, each Hour dare onward preſs; 
And levelling: at God his wandring Gueſs, 
(That feeble Engine-of his reafoning War, 

ſpair) 

. Laws to his Maker the learn'd Wretch can give: 
Can bound that Nature, and preſcribe that Will, 
Whoſe pregnant Word did cither Ocean fill ; 

. Can tell us whence all Beings are, and how they 
move, and live. | 

| Thro' either Ocean, fooliſh Man! 

| That pregnant Word ſent forth again, 


Poems on ſeveral Occafions, oF 
Might to a World extend each Atom there; 
For every Drop call forth a Sea, a Heay'n for every 
Let cunning Earth her fruitful Wonders hide; 
And only lift thy ſtaggering Reaſon up 
To trembling Calvary's aftonif'd Top; rprige, 
Then mock thy Knowledge, and confound thy 
Explaining how Perfection ſuffer'd Pain, 
Almighty languih'd, and Eternal dy d: 

How by her Patient Victor Death was lain ; 
And Earth prophan'd, yet bleſs'd with Deicide» 
Then down with all thy boaſted Volumes, down ; 
Only reſerve the Sacred Oae ; 
Low, reverent!y los, a 
Make thy ſtubborn Knowledge bow ; 
Weep our thy Beaton's, and thy Body's Eyes; 
Deje& thy ſelf, that Thou may ſt riſe ; 
To look to Heav u, be blind to ail below. 


IX. 
Then Faith, for Reaſon's giimmering Light, fail 
Her Immortal Perſpective; (give 


And Grace's Preſence Nature's Loſs rettleve: 
Then thy enliven'd Soul ſhall fee, 
That all the Volumes of Philoſophy, 
With all their Comments, never cou'd iaveat 
So politick an Inſtrument, 

To reach the Heav'n of Heav'ns, the high Abode, 
Where Moſes places his Myſterious God, 

B 3 As 


— — 


6 Poenut on ſeveral Occaſions. 
As was that Ladder which old Faced rears, 
When Light Divine had human Darkneſs clear'd3 
And his enlarg'd Ideas found the Road, 
Which Faith had diQated, and Angels trod. 


TO THE 
Counteſs of EXETER 
Playing on the Laute. 


HAT Charms you have, from what high 
Race you ſprung, 

Have been the pleaſing Subje@s of my Song : 

Unskill'd and young, yer fomething fill 1 writ, 

Of c Beauty join'd to Cecil's Wit: 

But when you pleaſe to ſhow the lab ting Muſe, 

What greater Theam your Muſick can produce; 

My babling Praiſes I repeat no more; 

But hear, rejoice, ſtand fGilent, and adoce. 

The Perſian; thus, firſt gazing on the Sun, 
Admir'd how high *twas plac d. how bright it hone ; 
But, as his Pow*r was known, their Thoughts were 

rais d; 
And ſoon they wor hip d, what at firſt they ptais d. 

Elias Glory lives in Spencer's Song; 

And Cowley's Verſe keeps Fair Orinda young : 
T 


hat 


Poet on ſeveral Occaamr--. 7 
That as in Birth, in Beauty you excell, 
The Muſe might diate, and the Poet tell: | 
Your Art no other Art can ſpeak ; and You, 
To ſhew how well you play, muſt play anew: 
Your Muſick's Pow's your Muſick muſt diſcloſe ; 
For what Light is, tis only Light that ſhows. 

Strange Force of Harmony, that thus controuls 
Our Thoughts, and turns and ſanRifies our Souls: 
While with its utmoſt Art your Sex cou'd move. 
Our Wonder only, ot at beſt our Love: 

You far above Both theſe your God did place, 
That your high Pow'r might worldly Thoughts 
deſtroy ; craiſe, 
That with your Numbers you our Zeal might 
And, like himſelf, communicate your Joy. 

When to your Native Heav'n you mall repair, 
And with your Preſence crown the Bleſſings there; 
Tour Lute may wind its Strings but little higher, 
To tune their Notes to that immortal Quire. 
Your Art is perfect here; your Numbers do, 
More than our Books, make the rude Atheiſt 
know, 

That there's a Heav*a, by what he hears below. 

As in ſome Piece, while Lale his Skill expreſt, 
A cunning Angel came, and drew the reſt : 

So, when you play, ſome Godhead does impart 
Harmonious Aid, Divinity helps Art; 


34 Some 
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Some Cherub finiſhes what you beg n, 
And to a Miracle improves a Tune. 
To burning Reme when frantick Nero play'd, 
Viewing that Face, no more he had ſurvey'd 
The ceigning Flames; — 
prize, 
Confeſt them leſs than thoſe of Anna's Eyes: 
But, had ke heard thy Lute, he ſoon had found 
His Rage cluded, and his Crime atton's : 
Thine, like Amphion's Hand, had wak'd the Stone, 
And from Deſtruction call d the rifing Town ; 
Malice to Mulick had been forc d to yield; 
Nor could he Burn ſo faſt, as thou could ſt Build. 


— — 


An o D E. 


I. 
HILE blooming Youth, and * 
Delight, 
Sit on thy roſey Cheeks confeſt, 
Thou haſt, my Dear, undoubted Right 
To triumph o er this deſtin d Breaft. 
vends to what thy Eyes ordain; 
'1 T,ove, and thou to Reign. 
il. | 
| ucanly thus rely 
know I muſt Obey? 


Exert 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſiont. 9 


Exert a Legal Tyranny ; 
And do an Ill, becauſe you may? 
Still muſt 1 thee, as Atheiſts Heav'n, adore; 
Not ſee thy Mercy, and but dread thy Power? 
III. 
Take heed, my Dear, Youth flies apace; 

As well as Cupid, Time is blind: 

Soon muſt thoſe Glories of thy Face 

The Fate of Vulgar Beauty find: 

The Thouſand Loves, that arm thy potent Eye, 
Muſt drop their Quivers, flag their Wings, and die. 
IV. 

Then wilt thou ſigh, when in each Frown 

A hateful Wrinkle more appears; 

And putting peeviſh Humours on, 

Seems but the ſad Effect of Years : 
Kindneſs it ſelf too weak a Charm will Me, 
To raiſe the feeble Fires of aged Love. 

v. 
Forc'd Compliments, and Formal Bows 

Will chow Thee juſt above Neglect: 

The Heat, with which thy Lover glows. 

Will ſettle into cold Reſpect: 

A talking dull Placonich I ſhall turn; 
Lea to be civil, when I ceaſe to burn. 
VI. 
Then ſhun the 111, and know, my Dear, 
Kindneſs and Conſtancy will prove 


0 5 5 Thus 
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The only Pillars fir to bear 
4 So vaſt a Weight, as that of Love. 
| If thou canſt wiſh to make my Flames endure; 
| Thine muſt be very fierce, and very pure. 
VIL 


| Haſte, Celia, haſte, while Youth invites, 


Obey kind cui preſent Vdice; 
Fill ev'ry Senſe with ſoft Delights, 
And give thy Soul a Looſe to Joys: 

| Let Millions of repeated Bliſſes prove, 
That thou all Kindneſs art, and I all Love, 

VII. | 
Be mine, and only mine; take 
Thy Looks, thy Thoughts, thy Dreams to 
To me alone; not come ſo far, guide 
As liking any Youth beſide: 
What Men e'er court thee, fly em, and believe, 
They're Serpents all, and Thou the tempted Eve, 
IX. 


So ſhall I court thy deareſt Truth, 
Waen Beauty ceaſes to engage; 
So thinking on thy charming Youth, 
III love it o'er again in Age. 
So Time it ſelf our Raptures ſhall improve, 
While ſtill we wake to Joy, and live to Love. 


AN 
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AN 
E PIST IL E 


0 


Fleetwood Shephard, Eſq; 
Bargbley, May 14, 1689. 


SIX. 
S once a Twelvemonth to the Prieſt, 
Holy at Rome, here Antichriſt, 
The Spaniſh King preſents 2 Jenner, 
To ſhow his Love; ---- That's all that's in it: 
For if his Holineſs wou'd thump 
His reverend Bum gainſt Horſe's Rump, 
He might b equipt from his own Stable 
Wich one more White, and eke more Able. 
Or as with Gondola and Men, His 
Good Excellence, the Duke of Venice 
(I wiſh for Rhime, t had been the King) 
Sails out, and gives the Gulph a Ring; 
Waich Trick of State, he wiſely maintains, 
Keeps Kindneſs up *twixt old Acquaintance ; 
For elſe, in honeſt Truth, the Sea 
Has much leſs need of Gold, than he. 
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Or, not to rove and pump one's Fancy 
For Popiſh Similies beyond Sea; 
As Foiks from Mud-wall'd Tenement, 
Bring Landlords Pepper-Corn for Rent ; 
Preſent a Turky, or a Hen, 
To thoſe might better ſpare them Ten: 
Ev'n fo, with all Submiſſion, 1 
(For fiſt Men inſtance, then apply) 
Send you each Year a homely Letter, 
Who may return me much a better. 
Then take it, Sir, as it was writ, 
To pay Reſpect, and not ſhow Wit: 
Nor look askew at what it ſaith; 
There's no Petition in it. Faith. 
Here ſome wou d ſcratch theit Heads, and try 
What they mou d write, and how, and why; 
But I conceive, ſuch Folks are quite in 
Miſtakes, in Theory of Writing. 
If once for Principle tis laid, 
That Thought is Trouble to the Head; 
1 argue thus: The World agrees, 
That he writes well, who writes with Eaſe: 
Then he, by Sequel Logical, 
Writes bet, who never thinks at all. 
Verſe comes from Heav'n, like inward Light; 
Meer human Pains can ne ex come by't : 
The God, not we, the Poem makes; 


We cul; tell Folks what he ſpeaks, 


Hence. 
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Hence, when Anatomiſts diſcourſe, 

How like Brutes Organs are to ours ; 

They grant, if higher Powers think fit, 

A Bear might ſoon be made a Wit ; 

And that, for any thing in Nature, 

Pigs might ſqueak Love-Odes, Dogs bark Satyr. 
Memnon, tho' Stone, was counted vocal; 

But *twas the God, mean while, that ſpoke all, 
Rome oft has heard a Croſs haranguing, 
With prompting Prieſt behind the 
The Wooden Head reſoly'd the Queſtion ; 
While you and Pertis help the Jeſt on. 

Your crabbed Rogues, that read Lucretius, 
Are againſt Gods, you know; and teach us, 
The God makes not the Poet ; bur 
The Theſis vice-verss put, 

Shou'd Hebrew-wiſe be underſtood ; 
And means, The Poet makes the God. 

SEgyprtian Gard ners thus are ſaid to 
Have ſet the Leeks, they after pray'd to; 

And Remiſbh Bakers praiſe the Deity, 
They chipp d, while yet in its Paniety. 

That when you Poers {wear and cry, 

The God inſpires; 1 rave, I die; * 
If inward Wind does truly ſwell ye, 

* muſt be the Cholick in your Belly: 

That Writing is but juſt like Dice: 

And lucky Mains make People wiſe; 


I 


. As you know who, — at the Committee. 
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That jumbled Words, if Fortune throw em, 
Shall, well as Dryden, form a Pocm; 

Or make a Speech, corre& and witty, 


— TT 


So Atoms dancing round the Center, 
They urge, made all Things at a Venture. 

But granting Matters ſhou'd be ſpoke 
By Method, rather than by Luck; 
This may confine their younger Stiles, 
Whom Dryden pedagogues at Will's : 
But never cou'd be meant to tye 
Authentic Wits, like you and I: 
For as young Children, who are try'd in 
Go-Carts, to keep their Steps from fliding ; b 
When Members knit, and Legs grow ſtronger, 
Make uſe of ſuch Machine no longer ; 
But leap pro Libitu, and ſcout 
On Horſe call'd Hobby, or without : 
So when at School we firft declaim, 
Old Busbey walks us in a Theme, 
Whoſe Props ſupport our Infant Vein, 
And help the Rickets in the Brain; 
But when our Souls their Force dilate, 
And Thoughts grow up to Wit's Eſtate; 
In Verſe or Proſe, we write or chat, 
Not fix Pence Matter upon what. 

*Tis not how well an Author ſays ; 
Rut tis how much, that gathers Praiſe ; 


% 
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T----n, who is himſelf a Wit, 
Counts Writers Merits by the Sheet. 
Thus each ſhould down with all he thinks 
As Boys cat Bread, to fill up Chinks. 

Kind Sir, I hor'd be glad to ſee you; 
1 hope y are well; ſo God be wi” you; 
Was all, I thougut at firſt to write: 
But Things, ſince then, ate alter d quite; 
Fancies flow in, and Muſe flies high, 
So God knows when my Clack will lye: 
I muſt, Sir, prattle on, as afore, 
And beg your Pardon, yet this half Hour. 

So at pure Barn of loud Non-Con, 
Where with my Granam I have gone, 
When Lobb had ſifted all his Text, 
And 1 well hcp'd the Pudding next; 
Now to apply, has plagu'd me more, 1 
Than all his Villaia Cant before. 

For your Religion, firſt, of Her 
Your Friends do ſav ry Things aver; 
They ſay, he's honeſt, as your Claret, 
Not ſowr'd with Cant, nor ſtum d with Merits 
Your Chamber is the ſole Retreat 
Of Chaplains ev'ry Sunday Night; 
Of Grace, no doubt, a certain Sign, 
When Lay-Man herds with Man Divine, 
Who wou d no Popiſh Nwncio treat: 


Lal 


/ 
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That his is greater, we muſt grant, 
Who will treat Nuncis*s Proteſtant, 
One ſingle Politive weighs more, 
Tou know, than Negatives a Score. 
In Politicks, I hear, you're ſtanch, 
Dire&tly bent againſt the French; 
Deny to have your free-born Toe 
Dragoon'd into a Wooden Shoe: 
Are in no Plots; but fairly drive at 
The Publick Welfare, in your Private: 
And will, for England's Glory, try, 8 


Turks, cui, and Feſivits to defy ; 
And keep your Places, till you die. 

For me, whom wandring Fortune threw 
From what I lov'd, the Town and You; 
Let me juſt tell you, how my Time is 
Paſt in a Country-Life. --—- Izoprimts ; 
As ſoon as Phabs: Nays inſpect us, 
Firſt, Sir, I read, and then I Breakfaſt; 
So on, till forefaid God does fer, 

I ſometimes ſtudy, ſometimes eat: 

Thug, of your Heroes and brave Boys, 
With whom old Homer makes ſuch Not ; 
The greateſt Actions I can find, 

Are, that they did their Work, and din' d. 

The Books of which I'm chiefly fond, 
Are ſuch, as you have whilom con'd; 


That 
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That treat of chinas Civil Law, 

And Subjects Rights in Golconda ; 

Of Highway-Elephants at Cey/an, 

That rob in Clans, like Men o' th* Highland ; 

Of Apes, that ſtorm, or keep a Town, 

As well almoſt, as Count Laune; 

Of Unicorns and Alligators, 

Elks, Mermaids, Mummies, Witches, Satyrs, 

And twenty other ſtranger Matters; 

Which, tho* they're Things I've no Concern in, 

Make all our Grooms admire my Learning. 
Criticks I read on other Men, 

And Hypers upon them again; 

From whoſe Remarks I give Opinion 

On twenty Books, yet ne'er look in one. 
Then all your Wits, that flear and ſham, 

Down from Don Quixote to Tom Tram; 

From whom 1 Jeſts and Pungs purloin, 

And lily put em off for mine: 

Fond to be thought a Country Wit: 

The reſt, - when Fate and you think fit. 
Sometimes I climb my Mare, and kick her 

To bottl'd Ale, and neighbouring Vicar 3 

Sometimes at Stamford take a Quart, 

Squire Shephard's Health ---- with all my Heart. 
Thus, without much Delight or Grief, 

1 fool away an idle Life; 


Til 
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Till Shadwell from the Town retires, - 
(Choak'd up with Fame and Seacoal-Fires,) 
To bleſs the Wood with peaceful Lyric; | 
Then hey for Praiſe and Panegyric 3 

Juftice reſtor'd, and Nations freed, 

And Wreaths round William's glorious Head. 


| TO THE 
Counteſs of DORSET. 
Mritten in ber Milton. 


By Mr. BRADBURY. 


E E here how bright the firſt-born Virgin ſhone ; 
And how the firſt fond Lover was undone. 
Such charming Words our beauteous Mother ſpoke, 
As Milton wrote; and ſuch as yours her Look. 
Yours, the beft Copy of th* Original Face, 
Whoſe Beauty was to furniſh all the Race: 

Such Chains no Author cou'd eſcape but He, 
There's no Way to be ſafe, but not to ſee. 


1 0 
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TO THE 


LADY DURSLET, 
On the ſame Subjef. 


Hur reading how fond Adam was bettay d; 

And how by Sin Eve's blaſted Charms de- 
cay'd ; 

Our common Loſs unjuſtly you complain; 

So ſmall that Part of it which you ſuſtain. 

Lou ftill, fair Mother, in your Offspring trace 

The Stock of Beauty deſtin d for the Race: 

Kind Nature forming them, the Pattern took 

From Heav'ns firſt Work, and Eve's Original Look. 

| You, happy Saint, the Serpent's Power controul ; 

Scarce any actual Guilt def les your Soul: 

And Hell does o'er that Mind vain Triumph boaſt, 


Which gains a Heav'n, for carthly Eden loſt. 


With Virtue ſtrong as yours had Eve been arm d; 


In vain the Fruit had blub d, or Serpent cham d: 


Nor had our Bliſs by Penitence been bought; 
Nos had frail Adam fal”n, not Milton wrote. 


Ii 


TO 


r EL. LLES _— — TS TD IDS a 
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T 0 
My Lord BUCKHURST, 
Very Young, 


Playing with a CA T. 


HE am'rous Youth, whoſe tender Breaſt 
Was by his darling Cat poſſeſt, 
Obtain'd of Vens: his Deſire, 
Howe er irregular his Fire: 
Nature the Pow'r of Love obey d; 
The Cat became a bluſhing Maid; 
And on the happy Change, the Boy 
Imploy d his Wonder, and his Joy. 
Take care, O beauteous Child, take care, 
Leſt thou prefer fo raſh a Pray'r: 
Nor vainly hope the Queen of Love 
Will e'er thy Fav'rite's Charms improve. 
O quickly from her Shrine retreat; 
Or tremble for thy Darling's Fate. 
The Queen of Love, who ſoon will ſee 
Her own Adonrs hve in thee, 
Will lightly her firſt Loſs deplore; 
Will eafily forgive the Boar ; 
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Her Eyes with Tears no more will flow ; 
With jealous Rage her Breaft will glow ; 
And on her tabby Kival's Face, 

She deep will mark her new Diſgrace. 


A ODE 


from our Looks,fairNymph,you gueſs 
The ſeeret Paſfions of our Mind ; 
My heavy Eyes, you fay, confeſs 

A Heart to Love and Grief inclin'd. 


That needs, alas! but little Art, 
To have this fatal Secret found: 

With the ſame Eaſe you threw the Dart, 
'Tis certain you may ſhow the Wound. 


How can I ſee you, and not love, — 
While you as op'ning Eaſt ate fair? 

While cold as Northern Blaſts you prove, 
How can I love, and not deſpair? 


The Wretch in double Fetters bound 
Your potent Mercy may relcaſe : 
Soon, if my Love but onc@xere crown'd, 
Fair Propheteſs, my Grief would ceaſe. 
. 4 
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vain you tell your parting Lover, 
You wiſh fair Winds may waft him over, 
Alas, what Winds can happy prove, 
That bear me far from what I loye? 
Alas, what Dangers on the Main 

Can equal thoſe, that I ſuſtain 

From flighted Vows, and cold Diſdain? 
Be gentle, and in Pity chooſe 

To vim the vildeſt Tempeſts looſe ; 
Tharthrown again upon the Coaft, 

Where firſt my Shipwrackt Heart was loſt:;; 
I may once more repeat my Pain; 

Once more in dying Notes complain, 

Of lighted Vows, and cold Diſdain. 


— 


| THE 
Deſdairing Shepherd. 

LE X I 8 aun d his Fellow-Swains, 
Their rural Sports, and jocund Strains. 
(Heav'n guard us all from Cupid's Bow !) 

He loſt his Crook, he left his Flocks; 

And wand'ting thro' the lonely Rocks, 
He aouridh'd endleſs Woe. 


17 
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The Nymphs and Shepherds round him came 
His Grief ſome pity, others blame; 
The fatal Cauſe all kindly ſeek: 
He mingled his Coucern with theirs ; 
He gave em back their friendly Tears ; 
He- ghd, but vou d not ſpeak. 


Clorinda came among the reſt; 
And ſhe too kind Concern expreſt, 
And ask'd the Reaſon of his Woe ; 
She ask d, but with an Air and Mein 
That made it eaſily foreſeen, 
She fear'd too much to know. 


The Shepherd rais'd his mournful Head; 
And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 

While I the cruel Truth reveal? 
Which nothing from my Breaft ſhou'd tear; 
Which never mou'd offend your Eat, 

But that you bid me tell. 


Tis thus I rove, tis thus complain, 
Since you appear'd upon the Plain; 

You are the Cauſe of all my Care: 
Your Eyes ten thouſand Dangers dart; 
Ten thouſand Torments vex my Heat 5 

1 loye aud I deſpair. 
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Too much, Alexis, I have heard; 

*Tis what I thought, tis what 1 feat d; 
And yet I pardon you, the cry'd; 

But you ſhall promiſe ne er again 

To breath your Vows, ot ſpeak your Pain: 
He bow'd, obey d, and dy'd. 


To the Honourable 
Charles Montague, Eſq; 


T JF OW cer, tis well, that while Mankind 
Thro Fate s Perverſe Maander ers, 
He can imagin' d Pleaſures fiad, 
To combat againſt real Cates. 
II. 
Fancies and Notions he 
Which ne'er had Being but ia Thought; 
Each, like the Grecian Artiſt, woo's 
The Image he himſelf bas wrought. 
III. 
Againſt Experience he believes; 
He argues agninft Demonſtration; 
Pleas d, when his Reaſon he deceives ; 
Aud ſets his Judgment by his Paſſion. 


Iv. 1 he 


bs 
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IV. 
The hoary Fool, who many s 
Has ftrugg!'d wit cout + Sorrow, 


Renews his Hope, aud; bliadly lays 


The deſp rate Bett upon to- Morrow. 
V. 
To-Morrow comes; tis Noon, tis Night; 
This Day like all the former flies: 
Yet on he runs, to ſeek Delight 
To-morrow, till to-Night he dies. 
VI 
Our Hopes, like tow'ring Falcons, aim 
At Objects in an airy height: 
The little Pleaſure of the Game 
Is from afar to view the Flight. 
VII. 
Our anxious Pains we all the Day, 
In ſearch of what we like, employ : 
Scorning at Night the worthleſs Prey, 
We find, the Labour gave the Joy. 
VII. 
At diſtance thro' an artful Glaſs, 
To the Mind's Eye things well appear 
They loſe their Forms, and make a Maſs 
Confus'd and black, if brought too near. 
IX 


If we ſee right, we ſee — 


Then what avails it to have Eyes? 
C 


9 
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From Ignorance our Comfort flows, 
And Sorrow from our being wiſe. 
X. 
We weary'd ſhould lye down in Death: 
This Cheat of Life would take no more, 
If You thought Fame but empty Breath, 
1, Phyllis but a perjur'd Whore. 


K—— 


Written in the BOOK called 


Nouveau Interets des Princes 


B 


de Europe. 


LEST be the Princes, who have fought 
For pompous Names, or wide Dominion ; 
Since by their Error we are taught, 
That Happineſs is but Opinion. 


— 


ADRIANI M ORIENTIS 
AD 
Animam Suam. 
Nimwis, vaguls, blenduls, 2 
. Hoſpes, Comeſque corporis, 
Que nunc abibis in loca, 
Pallidula, rigida, nudula, 
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By Monſieur Fontenelle. 


A petite Ame, ma Mignonne, ſr 948 * 
Tu ren das donc, ma Fille, & Dien ſcache on 
Tu pars ſeulette, nue & tremblot ante, Helas ! 
Que deviendra ton humenr folichonne ? 
Que deviendront tant de jolis ebats ? 


IMITATE D. 


OO little, pretty, fluttering thing, 
Muſt we no longer live together ? 

And doſt thou prune thy trembling Wing, 

To take thy Flight, thou know ſt not whither * 


Thy humorous Vein, thy pleaſing Folly 
Lyes all negle ed, all forgot; 
And penſive, wav'ring, melancholy, 
Thou dread'ſt and hop'ſt, thou know ſt not what. 
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Tz 0 
Dr. SH ER LO CX. 
ON 
His Practical Diſcourſe concerning 
DEATH. 


ive the Muſe, who in unhallow'd Strains 
The Saint one Moment from his God detains : 
For ſure, whate ex you do, where-e er you are, 
"Tis all but one good Work, one conſtant Pray r. 
Forgive her ; and intreat that God, to whom 
Thy favour'd Vows with kind Acceptance come, 
To raiſe her Notes to that ſublime Degree, 
That ſuits a Song of Picty and Thee. 
Wondrous good Man! whoſe Labours may repel! 
The Force of Sin, may ſtop the Rage of Hell: 
Who, like the Bapriff, from thy God wert ſent 
The crying Voice, to bid the World repeat. 
Thee Youth mall ſtudy; and no more engage 
His flatt ring Wiſhes for uncertain Age; 
No more, with fruitleſs Care and cheated Strife. 
Chace fleeting Pleaſure through this Maze of Life ; 
Finding the wretched All He here can have, 
Bur preſent Food, and but a future Grave; 
Kach, great as Philip's Victor Son, ſhall view 
This abjet World, and weeping, ask a New. 
De- 
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Decrepit Age ſhall read thee, and confeſs, 
Thy Labours can aſſwage, where Med'cines ceaſe : 
Shall bleſs thy Words, their wounded Souls Relief; 
The Drops that ſweeten their laſt Dregs of Life, 
Shall look to Heav'n, and laugh at all beneath; e 
Own Riches gather d, Trouble; Fame, a Breath; 
And Life, an 111, whoſe only Cure is Death. 5 

Thy even Thoughts with ſo much Plainneſs flow, 
Theix Senſe untutor'd Infancy may know 
Yet to ſuch height is all that Plainneſs wrought, 
Wit may admire, and letter'd Pride be taught. 
Eaſie in Words thy Style, in Senſe ſublime ; 

On its bleſt Steps each Age and Sex may riſe : 
»Tis like the I.adder in the Parriarch's Nream ; 

Its foot on Earth, its height beyond the Skies. 
Diffug'd its Virtue, boundleſs is its Pow'r ; 

*Tis Publick Health, and Univerſal Cure: 
Of Keay*nly Manna tis a ſecond Feaſt, 
A Nation's Food, and All to ev'ty Taſte. 

To its laſt height mad Britain's Guilt was reat d; 

And various. Death for various Crimes the fear'd ; 
With your kind Work her drooping Hopes revive ; 

You bid her read, repent, adore, and live. 

You wreſt the Bolt from Heav'ns avenging Hand; 

Stop ready Death, and ſave a ſinking Land. 

O! ſave us ſtill, ſtill bleſs us with thy Stay; 
O! want thy Heay'n, 'till we have learnt the Way; 


C 3 Re- 
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Refuſe to leave thy deſtin'd Charge too ſoon; 

And for the Church's good, defer thy own : 

O! live, and let thy Works urge our Belief; 

Live, to explain thy Doctrine by thy Life; 

Fill future Infancy, baptiz d by thee, 

Grow ripe in Years, and old in Piety ; 6 

Till Chriſtians, yet unborn, be taught to die. 
Then in full Age, and hoary Holineſs 

Retice, great Teacher, to thy promis'd Bliſs : 

Untouch'd thy Tomb, uninjur'd be thy Duſt, 

As thy own Fame among the future Juſt ; 

Till in laſt Sounds the dreaded Trumpet ſpeaks ; 

?Till Judgment calls, and quickned Nature wakes ; 

„Till, tluvuygh the utnzoſl Each, aud deepett Sca 

Our ſcatter'd Atom, find their deftin'd way; 

In haſte to cloath their Kindred Souls again, 

Perfect our State, and build immortal Man: 

Then fearleſs, Thou, who well ſuſtain'dſt the Fight, 

To Paths of Joy, and Tracts of endleſs Light, 

Lead up all thoſe, that heard Thee, and believ'd: 

*Midft thy own Flock, great Shepherd, be receiv d; 

And glad allReav'n with Millions thou haſt ſay'd. 


* 
* 


HYMN 
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HYMN to the S UN. 


Ser by Dr. PURCELL, 


And ſneng before Their Majeſties on 
Neu- Lars Day, 1693. 


IGHT of the World, and Ruler of the Year, 
With happy Speed begin thy great Career; 
And, as thou doſt thy radiant Journeys run 
Through every diſtant Climate, own, 
That in fair Albion thou haſt ſeen 
The greateſt Prince, the brighteſt Queey, 
That ever ſav'd a Land, or bleſt a Throne, 
Since firſt thy Beams were ſpread, or Genial Pow': 
[was known, 
So may Thy Goduead be canfeſt, 
30 the returning Year be bleſt, 
As its Infant Months beſtow 
Springing Wreaths for William's Brom; 
As its Summers Youth ſhall ſhed 
Eternal Sweets around Maria's Head ; 
From the Bleſſings they beſtow, 
Our Times are dated, and our ra move ; 
They govern, aud enlighten all below, 
As Thou doſt all above. 


C 4 Lat 
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Let our Hero in the War 
Active and fierce, like Thee, appear; 

Like Thee, great Son of Fove, like Thee, 
Thou marcheſt down o'er Delos Hills confeſt, 
With all thy Arrows arm'd, in all thy Glory dreſt. 
Like Thee, the Hero does his Arms imploy, 

The raging Python to deſtroy, 
And give the injur'd Nations Peace and Joy. 


From faireſtYears,and Time's more happy Stores, _ 
Sather all the ſmiling Hours; 

Such as with friendly Care have guarded 
Patriots and Kings in rightful Wars ; 

Such as with Conqueſt have rewarded 
Triumphant Vigors happy Cares; 

Such as Story has recorded 

Sacred to Naſſas s long Renown, | 

For Countries ſav'd, and Battels von. 


March them again in fair Array, 

And bid them form the happy Day; 

The happy Day deſigu d to wait 

On William's Fame, and Europe s Fate. 
Let the happy Day be crown'd 

With great Event and fair Succeſs ; 


No 
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No brighter in the Year be found, 
But that which brings the Victor home in Peace, 


Again thy Godhead we implore, 
(Great in Wiſdom as in Power) 
Again, for good Maria's Sake, and ours, 
Chuſe out other ſmiling Hours; 
Such as with joyous Wings have fled, 
When happy Counſels were adviſing; 
Such as have lucky Omens ſhed 
O'er forming Laws and Empires riſing 
Such as many Courſes ran, 
Hand in Hand a goodly Train, 
To bleſs the great Eliſa s Reign ; 
And in the Typic Glory ſhow, 
What fuller Bliſs Maria ſhall beſtow. 


As the folemn Hours advance, 
Mingled ſend into the Dance, 
Many fraught with all che Treaſures, 
Which thy Eaſtern Tzavel views: 
Many wing d with all the Pleaſures 
Man can ask, or Heav'n diffuſe. 
That great Maria all thoſe Joys may know, 
Which from her Cares upon her Subjects flow. 


For thy own Glory ſing our Sov'raign's Praiſe 
(God of Verſes and of Days!) 
Cx X Let 


— —  _—— - - 
* 
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Let all Thy tuneful Sons adorn 
Their laſting Work with William's Name ; 
Let choſen Muſes yet unborn | 
Take great Maria for their future Theam : 
Eternal Structures let Them raiſe, 
On William's and Maria's Praiſe : 
Nor want new Subject for the Song; 
Nor fear they can exhauſt the Store, 
Till Nature's Muſick lies unſtrung ; 
Till thou great God ſhalt loſe thy double Pow'r; 
And touch thy Lyre, and ſhoot thy Beams no more. 


THE 


LADY ' Looking-Glaſs. 


ELIA and I the other Day 
Walk'd o'er the Sand-Hills to the Sea, 
The Setting San adorn'd the Coaſt, 
His Beams entire, his Fierceneſs loſt , 
And, on the Surface of the Deep, 
The Winds lay only not aſleep: 
The Nymph did like the Scene appear, 
Serenely joyous, calmly fair ; 
Soft fell her Words, as flew the Air. 
With ſecret Joy 1 heard her ſay, 8 


That ſhe wou d never miſs one Day 
A Walk fe ſine, a Sight ſo gay. | 
. But 
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But, oh the Change! the Winds grow high; 
Impending Tempeſts charge the Sky; 
The Light'ning flies, the Thunder roars ; 
And big Waves laſh the frighten'd Shoars. 
Struck with the Horror of the Sight, 
She turns her Head, and wings her Flight : 
And trembling vows, ſhe'll ne'er again 
Approach the Shore, or view the Main. 
Once more at leaſt look back, ſaid 1; 
T hy ſelf in that large Glaſs deſcry; 
When thou art in good Humour dreſt; 
When gentle Reaſon rules thy Breaſt, 
The Sun upon the calmeſt Sea 
Appears not half fo bright as Thee: 
*Tis then that with Delight I cove 
Upon the boundleſs Depth of Love; 
1 bleſs my Chain, I Rand my Oar ; 
Nor think on alf 1 left on Shoar. 
But when vain Doubts and groundleſs Fear 
Do that dear fooliſh Boſom tear; 
When the big Lip and wat'ry Eye 
Tell me the rifing Storm is nigh ; 
*Tis then thou art yon' angry Main, 
Deform'd by Winds, and daſ d by Kain; 
And the poor Sailor, that muſt try 
Its Fury, labours leſs than 1. 
Shipwreck'd, in vain to Land I make, 
While Love aud Fatc ſtill drive me back; 


Forte d 
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Forc'd to doat on Thee thy own Way, 

I chide Thee firſt, and then obey. 

Wretched when from Thee, vext when nigh, 
T with Thee, or without Thee, die, 


— — 


Love and FaIEND SUI: 


A 
„ 
By Mrs. Elizabeth Singer. 


— 


AAATLTLIS. 
HILE from theSkies the ruddy Sun deſcends, 
Aud tiſing Night the Ev'ning Shade extends; 
While pearly Dews o'erſpread the fruitful Field; 
And cloſing Flowers reviving Odours yield: 
Let us, beneath theſe ſpreading Trees, recite, 
What from our Hearts our Muſes may indite. 
Nor need we, in this cloſe Retirement, fear, 
Leſt any Swain our am'rous Secrets hear. 
SILVIA. 

To ev'ty Shepherd I would mine proclaim, 
Since fair Aminra is my ſofteſt Theme: 
A Stranger to the looſe Delights of Love, prove: 
Ay Thoughts the nobler Warmth of Fiiendihip 

And, 
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And, while its pure and ſacred Fire 1 ſing, 
Chaſt Goddeſs of the Groves, thy Succour bring. 
AMARITILLIS. 

Propitious God of Love, my Breaſt inſpire 
With all thy Charms, with all thy pleaſing Fire: 
Propitious God of Love, thy Succour bring, 
Whilſt I thy Darling, thy Alexis ſing. 

Alexis, as the opening Bloſſoms fair, 

Lovely as Light, and ſoft as yielding Air. 

For him each Virgin ſighs; and on the Plains 

The happy Youth above each Kival reigns. 

Nor to the Ecchoing Groves, and whiſp*cingSpring, 

In ſweeter Strains does artful Conon fing ; 

When loud Applauſes fill the crowded Groves, 

And Phæbus the ſuperior Song approves. 

SILVIA. 
Beauteous Aminta is as early Light, 

Breaking the melancholy Shades of Night. 

When the is near, all anxious Trouble flies, 

And our reviving Hearts confeſs her Eves. 

Young Love, and blooming Joy, and gay Deſiges, . 

ln ev'ry Breaſt the beauteous Nymph inſpires : 

And on the Plain when the no more appears, 

The Plain a dark and gloomy Proſpect wears. 

In vain the Streams roll on; the Eaſtern Breeze 

Dances in vain among the trembling Trees; 

In vain the Birds begin theic Ev'ning Song; 

Aud to the ſilent Night their Notes prolong : 
Noi 
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Nor Groves, nor cryſtal Streams, nor verdant Field 
Does wonted Pleaſures in her Abſence yield. 
AMARTLLIS. 
And in his Abſence, all the penſive Day, 
In ſome obſcure Retreat I lonely ſtray; 
All Day to the tepeating Caves complain, 
In mournful Accents, and a dying Strain, 
Dear lovely Youth, I cry to all around; 
Dear lovely Youth, the flattering Vales reſound. 
SILVIA. 
On flow ry Banks, by ev*ry murm ring Stream. 
 Aminta is my Muſe's ſofteſt Theme: 
?Tis the that does my artful Notes refine: mine. 
With fair Amintas Name my nobleſt Verſe thall 
AM ARTLLIS. 
Pl] twine freſh Garlaads for Alexis Brows, 
And conſecrate to him eternal Vows: 
The charming Youth ſhall my Apollo prove; 
He ſhall adorn mySongs, and tune my Voice toLove. 


TO THE 


Aurtnor of the Foregoing 
PASTORA L. 
Y Silvia if thy charming ſelf be meant; 
If Friendſhip be thy Virgin Vows Extent ; 
O! let me in Aminta's Praiſes join: 
Hers my Eſteem ſhall be, my Paſſion Thine. 
| When 
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When for thy Head the Garland I prepare; 

A ſecond Wreath ſhall bind Aminta's Hair: 

And when my choiceſt Songs thy Worth proclaim ; 

Alternate Verſe mall blets Aminta's Name: 

My Heart ſhali own the Juſtice of her Cauſe; 

And Love kimielf ſubmit to Friendſhip's Laws. 
But if beneath try Numbers ſoft Diſguiſe, 

Some favour'd Swain, ſome true Alexis lyes; 

If Amaryllis breathes thy ſecret Pains ; 

And thy fond Heart beats Meaſure to thy Strains: 

May'ſ thou, howe ex I grieve, for ever find 

The Flame propitious, and the Lover kind ; 

May Venus long exert her happy Pow*r, 

And make thy Beauty, like thy Verſe, endure; 

May ev'ry God his friendly Aid afford; 

Pan guard thy Flock, and Ceres bleſs thy Board. 
Bur it by chance the Series of thy Joys 

Permit one Thought leſs cheartul ro ariſe: 

Piteous trausfer it to the mournful Swain, 

Who loving much, who not belov d again, 

Feels an ill fated Paſſion's laſt Exceſs ; 

And dies in Woe, that thou may ſt live in Peace. 


TO 
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To a LADY: 


She refuſing to continue a Diſpute with 
me, and leaving me in the Argument. 


a OO D KL 


\PARE, Gen'rous Vitor, ſpare the Slave, 
Who did unequal War purſue ; 

That more than Triumph he might have, 

In being overcome by Tou. 


In the Diſpute whate er 1 ſaid, 
My Heart was by my Tongue bely'd; 
And in my Looks you might have read, 
How much 1 argu'd on your fide. 


Tou, far from Danger as from Fear, 
Might have ſuſtain d an open Fight: 
For ſeldom your Opinions err; 

Your Eyes are always in the tight. 


Why, Fair One, wou'd you not rely 
On Reaſon's Force with Beauty's join d 
I muſt. at once be Deaf and Bligd. 


Alas! 
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Alas! not hoping to ſubdue, 
I only to the Fight aſpir'd: 

To keep the beauteous Foe in view, 
Was all the Glory 1 deſix d. 


But She, howe'er of Vict'ry ſure, 
Contemns the Gift too long delay d; 

And arm'd with more immediate Pow'r, 
Calls cruel Silence to her Aid. 


Deeper to wound, ſhe ſhuns the Fight; 
She drops her Arms, to gain the Field: 
Secures her Conqueſt by her Flight; 
And Triumphs, when the feems to yield. 


So when the Parthian turn' d his Steed, 
And from the Hoſtile Camp withdrew ; 
Which cruel Skill the backward Reed 
He ſent; and as he fled, he flew. 
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Seeing the 


DUKE Of OR MON Ds 
PIC T UR E, 
A T 


Sir GODFREY KNELLE R's. 


UT from the injur'd Canvas, eller, ſtrike 

Theſe Lines too faint ; the Picture is not like 
Exalt thy Thought, and try thy Toil again; 
Dreadful in Arms, on Landen's glorious Plain 
Place Ormond"'s Duke; impendent in the Air 
Let his keen Sabre, Comet-like, appear, 
Where e er it points, denouncing Death; below 
Draw routed Squadrons, and the num'rous 8 
Falling beneath, ot flying from his Blow. 
»Till weak with Wounds, and cover'd Ger will 

Blood, 
W hich from the Patriots Breaſt in Torrents fiow'd 
He faints ; His Steed no longer hears the Rein, 
But ſtumbles o er the heap, his Hand had ſlain. 
And now exhauſted, bleeding, pale, he lyes; 
Lovely, ſad Object! in his half clos'd Eyes 
Stern Vengeance yet, and hoſtile Terror ſtand ; 
His Front yet threatens, and his Frowns command 
The Gallic Chiefs their Troops around him call; 
Fear to approach him, tho? they fee him fall. --- 
O 


” WW  W 
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O Meller; cou'd thy Shades and Lights expreſs 
The perfect Hero in that glorious Dreſs; | 
Ages to come might Ormond's Picture know, 
And Palms for thee beneath his Lawrels grow: 


In ſpite of Time thy Work might ever ſhine ; 
Nor Homer's Colours laſt ſo long as thine. 


A O D E, 
Preſented to the | 
KING, on His Majeſty's Arrival 


in Holland, after the QUE E N's 
Death, 1695. 


Quis deſiderio fit pudor aut monduc 
Tam cari capitis? pracipe lugubres 
Canttty, Melpomene. 


T Aary's Tomb, (ſad, ſacred Place!) 
The Virtues ſhall their Vigils keep: 
And every Muſe, and every Grace, 
In ſolemn State ſhall ever weep. 


The future, pious, mournful Fair, 
Ott as the rolling Years return, 
With fragrant Wreaths, and flowing Hair, 
Shall viſit her diſtinguiſh'd Urn. 
Fo. 
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For her the Wiſe and Great ſhall mourn, 
When late Records her Deeds repeat; 
Ages to come, and Men unborn 
Shall bleſs her Name, and ſigh hier Fate. 


Fair Albion ſhall with faithful Truft, 
Her holy Qucen's ſad Reliquęs guard ; 

Till Heav'n awakes the precious Duſt, 
And gives the Saint her full Reward. 


But let the Kiag diſmiſs his Woes, 
Reflecting on his fair Renown ; 

And take the Cypreſs from his Brows, 

To put his wonted Laurels on. 


If preſt by Grief our Monarch ſtoops, 
In vain the Brit Lions roar : 

If he, whoſe Hand ſuſtain'd them, droope, 
The Belgic Darts will wound no more. 


Embattl'd Princes wait the Chicf, 


Wheſe Voice ſhould rule, whoſe Arm ſhould lead; 


And, in kind Murmurs, chide that Grief, 


The great Example they demand, 
Who ſtill ro Conqueſt led the way; 

Wiſhing him preſent to Comm and, 
As they ſtand ready to Obey. 


; 
1 
1 


3 
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They ſeek that Joy, which us'd to glow, 
Expanded on the Hero's Face ; 


When the thick Squadrons preſt the Foe ; 
And William led the glorious Chace. 


To give the mourning Nations Joy, 
Reſtore them thy auſpicious Light, 
Great Sun; with radiant Beams deſtroy 


Thoſe Clouds, which keep thee from our Sight. 


Let thy ſublime Meridian Courſe 
For Mary's ſetting Rays attone : 
Our Luftre, with redoubl'd Force, 
Muſt now proceed from Thee alone. 


See, pious King, with different Strife 
Thy ſtruggling Albion's Boſom torn ; 

So much the fears for William's Life, 
That Mary's Fate the date not mourn. 


Her Beauty, in thy ſofter Half, 
Bury'd and loſt, ſhe ought to grieve: 
But let her Strength in thee be ſafe ; 
And let her weep, but let her live. 


Thou, Guardian Angel, ſave the Land 
From thy own Grief, her fierceſt Foe ; 


| Leſt Britain, reſcu'd by thy Hand, 


Should bend and fink bencath thy Woe. 
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Her former Triumphs all are vain, 
Unleſs new Trophies ſtill be ſought ; 


And hoary Majeſty ſuſtain 
The Battels, which thy Youth has fought, 


Where now is all that fearful Love, 
Which made Her hate the Wars Alarms? 
That ſoft Exceſs, with which the ftroye 
To keep her Hero in her Arms? 


While till She chid the coming Spring, 
Which call'd him o'er his ſubje& Seas 
While, for the Safety of the King, 
She wiſh'd the Victor's Glory leſs. 


'Tis chang d, tis gone, ſad Britah now 
Haſtens her Lord to Fereign Wars: 

Happy, if Toils may break his Woe ; 
Or Danger may divert his Cares. 


In Martial Din ſhe drowns her Sighs, 
Left he the riſing Grief ſhould hear: 

She pulls her Helmet o'er her Eyes, 
Left He ſhould fee the falling Tear. 


Go, mighty Prince, let France be taught, 
How conſtant Minds by Grief are try d; 
How great the Land, that wept and fought, 
When William led, and Mary dy'd, Fieree 
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Fierce in the Battel make it known, 
Where Death with all his Darts is ſeen, 
That he can touch thy Heart with none, 
But that, which ſtruck the Beauteous Queen, 


Relgia indulg*'d her open Grief, 
While yet her Maſter was not near; 
With ſullen Pride refus'd Relief, 
Aud fat obdurate in Deſpair. - 


As Waters from her Sluices, flow'd 
Unbounded Sorrow from her Eyes: 

To Earth her bended Front ſhe bow d. 
And ſent her Wailings to the Skies. 


But when her anxious Lord return'd, 
Rais'd is her Head, her Eyes ate dry'd 
She ſmiles, as Wiltiam ne'er had mourn'd; 

She looks, as Mary ne'er had dy d. 


That Freedom. which all Sorrows claim, 
she does for thy Content religu : 
Her Piety it ſelf would blame, 

If her Regrets ſhould waken thine. 


To cure thy Woe, ſhe ſhews thy Fame, 
Left the great Mourner ſhould torget, 
That all the Race, whence Orange came, 
Made Virtue triumph over Fate. Wits 
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William his Country's Cauſe could fight, 
And with his Blood her Freedom ſeal 

Maurice and Henry guard that Right, 
For which their pious Parent fell. 


How Heroes riſe, how Patriots ſet, 

Thy Father's Bloom and Death may tell; 
Excelling others Theſe were Great ; 

Thou, greater ſtill, muſt theſe Excell. 


The laſt fair Inftance thou muſt give, 
Whence Naſſas's Virtue can te try'd: | 
And ſhew the World, that thou canſt live 
Intrepid, as thy Conſort dy d. 


Thy virtue, whoſe reſiftleſs Force 

No dire Event could ever ſtay, I 
Muſt carry on its deftin'd Courſe, 

Tho* Death and Envy top the Way. 


For Britain's Sake, for Belgia's, Live, 

Pierc'd by their Grief, forget thy own : U 
New Toils endure, new Conqueſts give; 

And bring them Eaſe, tho thou haft none. 


Vanquiſh again; tho' ſhe be gone, 

Whoſe Garland crown'd the Victor s Hair: In 
And Reign; tho the has left the Throne, 

Who made thy Glory worth thy Care. Fail 
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Fair Britain never yet before 

Breath'd to her King a uſeleſs Pray” : 
Fond Belgia never did implore, 

While Mam turn'd at de his Ear. 


But ſhould the weeping Hero now 
Relentleis to their Wiſhes prove; 
Should he recall, with pleaſing Woe, 

The Object of his Grief and Love: 


Her Face with thouſand Beauties bleſt; 
Her Mind with thouſand Virtues ſtor d 

Her Power with boundleſs Joy confeſt ; 
Her Perſon only not adcr'd: 


Yet ought his Sorrow to be checkt , 
Let ought his Paſſions to abate; 

If the great Mourner would teflect, 
Her Glory in her Death comple.r. 


She was inſtructed to command, 
Great King, by long obeying The? 
Her Scepter, guided by thy Hand, 
Preſerv'd the Iſles, and Rul'd the Sca. 


Bur, oh! was little, that her Lite 
O'er Earth and Water bears thy Fame 
In Death, twas worthy William's Wife, 
Amidſt the Stats to fix his Name, 
D 


- 
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Beyond where Matter moves, or Place 
Receives its Forms, thy Virtues rowl : 


From Mary's Glory Angels trace 
The Beauty of her Pan ner's Soul. 


Wiſe Fate, which does its Heav'n decree 
To Heroes, when they yield their Breath, 
Haſtens thy Triumph; Half of thee 
Is Deify'd before thy Death. 


Alone to thy Renown tis giv'n, 
Unbounded thro? all Worlds to go: 
While She great Saint rejoices Heav'n; 
And Thou ſuſtain'ſt the Orb below. 


I N 
Tmitation of ANACREON. 


ET em cenſure, what care I? 
The Herd of Criticks 1 deſie. 
Let the Wretches know I write, 
Regardleſs of their Grace, or Spight. 
No, no, the Fair, the Gay, the Young 
Govern the Numbers of my Song : 
All that They approve is ſweet ; 
And all is Senſe that They repeat. 
Bid the warbling Nine retire ; 
Venus, ſtring thy Seryaut's Lyre : 
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Love ſhall be my endleſs Theme ; 
Pleaſure ſhall triumph over Fame: 

And when theſe Maxims I decline. 
Apollo, may thy Fate be mine 

May I graſp at empty Praiſe; 

And loſe the Nymph, to gain the Bays, 


A ODE. 


HE Merchant, to ſecure his Treaſure, 
Conveys it in a borrow'd Name: 
Euphelia ſerves to grace my Meaſure 3 
Bur C/9e is my real Flame. 


My ſofteſt Verſe, my darling Lyre, 
Upon Euphelia's Toylet lay; 

When Cle noted her Deſire, 
That I ſhould ſing, that I fhould play. 


My Lyr: I tune, my Voice I raiſe; 

Bur with my Numbers mix my Sighs : 
And whilft I fing Expelia's Praiſe, 

I fix my Soul on Ci/oe's Eyes. 


Fair che bluſh'd, Eurhelia frown'd; 
I ſung and gaz d, I play'd and trembl'd : 
And Venus to the Loves around 
Remark'd, how ill we all diſſembl'd. | 
D 2 O D E, 
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., 
Sur la Priſe 
De N A M VU R. 
L' Annce 1692. 


— —_—_ 


Par NMondeur Deſpreaux de Beile au. 


L 

Teile docte & Sainte yvreſſe 

Awjourd* bay me fait la lo)? 
Chaſtes Nymphes du Permeſle, | 

| N*eft-ce pas vous que je voy ? 

Acceurex, Troupe Sgavante, 
Des ſons que ma Lyre enfante 
Ces Arbres ſont vejowis. 
Marques en bien la cadence ; 
Er vows, Vents, faites Silence 


Fe vais Parler de Louis. N 
II. 

Dans ſes chanſons immortelles, 

Comme un Aigle audacienx, 

Pindare erendant ſes aiſles, 

Fuit loin des Viulgaires yeux. 
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An Engliſh BALL AD, 
On the 
Taking of NA M OUR. 
1695. 
Dulce eſt defepere in loco 
1. and Il. 


Ome Folks are drunk, yet do not know it: 
So might not Bacchws give you Law? 
Was it a Muſe, O lofty Poet, 
Or Virgin of St. Cyr, you ſaw? 
Why all this Fury? What's the matter, 
That Oaks muſt come from Trace to dance? 
Muſt ſtupid Stocks be taught to flatter ; 
And is there no ſuch Wood in France ? 
Why muſt the Winds all hold their Tongue? 
If they a little Breath ſhould raiſe, 
Would that have ſpoil'd the Poet's Song ; 
Or puff'd away the Monarcu's Praiſe ? 


Findar, that Eagle, mounts the Skies; 
While Virtue leads the noble Way : 
Too like a Vultur Boilear flies, 


Where ſordid Intereſt ſhows the Prey. 
D 3 When 


N 
4 
iy 
| 


IP 2 ry 


54 Poem on ſeveral Occaſions. 


Mats, 6 ma fidele Lyre, 
Ci dans Þ ardeur qui m inſpire, 
Tu peux ſuivre mes Tranſports ; 
Les cheſnes de Monts de Thrace 
N' ont rien oni qui n efface 
La douceur de tes accords, 
III. 
Eft-ce Apollon & Neptune 
Qi ſur ces Rocs Sourcilleux, 
Ont, compagnons de Fortune, 
Baſti ces Murs orgueilleux ? 
De leur enceinte famenſe 
La Sambre wnie 4 la Meuſe 
Defend le fatal abord ; 
Et par cent bowches horribles 
L' airain ſur ces Monts terrible: 
Vomit le fer, & la Mert. 
IV, 
Dix mille vaillans Alcides 
Les bordant de toutes parts, 
L' eclairs au loin homicides, 
Font petiller leurs Remparts : 


| Er dans ſon Sein infidele 


Par tout la Terre y recele 

Un few preſt a & elancer, 

Qui ſoudain percant ſon goufre, 
Ouvre un Sepulchre de ſoufre 
A quiconque ofe avancer. 
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When once the Poet's Honour ceaſes, 
From Reaſon far his Tranſports rove ; 

And Boileas, for eight hundred Pieces, 

Makes Louis take the Wall of Fove. 


III. 


Neptune and So! came from above, 
Shap d like Megrigny, and Vauban ; 
They arm'd theſe Rocks, then ſhow'd old Fore 
Of Mari; Wood the wondrous Plan. 
Such Walls, theſe three wiſe Gods agreed, 
By Human Force cou d ne'er be ſhaken; 
But You and I in Homer read 
Of Gods, as well as Men, miſtaken. 
Sambre and Maeſe their Waves may join, 
But ne'er can William's Force reſtrain ; 
He Il paſs them Both, who paſs'd the Boys : 
Remember this, and arm the Sein. 


IV. 


Full fifteen thouſand luſty Fellows | 

With Fire and Sword the Fort maintain ; 
Each was a Hercules, you tell us, 

Yet out they march'd like common Men. 
Cannons above, and Mines below 

Did Death and Tombs for Foes contiive ; 
Yet matters have been order'd ſo, 

That moſt of Us are till alive. 
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V. 
Namur, devant tes murailles, 
Jadis la Greece cut vingt Ant, 
Sans fruit ves les funerailles 
De ſes plus fiers Combatans. 
Quelle effroyable Puiſſance 
«Awjourd-hwy pourtant “ avance 
Preſte a fondroyer tes monts ? 
Quel bruit, quel few l environne ? 
Ceſt Jupiter en Perſonne, 
On c oft le Vainqueur de Mons. 


VI. 
N* en dowte point, c eff Iuy-meſme. 
Tout brille en luy, Towt % Roy. 
Dans Bruxelles Naſſau bleme 
Commence & trembley pour toy. 
En vain il voir le Bative, 
Deſormais docile Eſclave, 
Range Sous ſes ctendars : 
En vain ow Lion Belgique 
1 voir / Aigle Germanique 
Uni Sous les Leopards. 


VIL 
Plein de la frayeur nomvclle 
Dont ſes ſens ſont àgites, 
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V. 
It Namur be compat d to Troy, 
Then Britain's Boys excell the Greeks : 
Their Siege did ren long Years employ, 
We've done our Zus'neſs in ten Weeks. 
What Godhead does lo faſt advance, 
With dreadful Power thoſe Hills to gain? 
'Tis little Mil, the Scourge of France, 
No Godhead, but the fixſt of Men. 
His mortal Arm exerts the Pow'r, 
To keep ev'n Mons Victor under: 
And that ſame Jupiter no more 
Shall fright the World with impious Thunder. 
VI, 
Our King thus trembles at W. nur, 
Whilſt Viilcroy, who ne'er afraid is, 
To Bruxelles matches on ſecure, 
To Bomb the Menks and ſcare the Ladies. 
After this Glorious Expedition, 
One Battel makes the Marihal Great ; 
He muſt perform the King's Commiſſion : 
Who knows but Orange may retreat ? 
Kings are allow'd to feigu the Gout, 
Oc be prevail'd with not to Fight ; 
And mighty Louis hop'd, no doubt, 
That lam wou'd preſerve that Right. 
VII. 
From Seyn and Loyre, to None and Po, 
See every Mother's Son appear; | 
Ds Lu 
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A ſon ſecours il appelle 

Les Peuples le plus wantes, 
Cenx-la viennent du rivage, 
On © enorgueillit le Tage 

De Hor, qui roule en ſes eaux ; 
Cenx-ci des champs, ow la nege 
Des marais de la Norvege 
Neuf mais convre ler roſeaux. 


VIII. 


Mais qui fait enfler la Samabre ? 
Cons les Jumeaux effray::, 

De froids Torrens de Decembre 
Les Champs par tout ſont nove 
Ceres : enfuit eploree, 

De voir en proye a Boree 

Ces guerets d epics charges, 

Er Sous les Urnes fangenſcs 
Des Hyades oragenjecs 

Tous ſes Treſors ſubmerges. 


4 Ix 


I 


Depleyex toutes vo rage, 
Princes, Vents, Peuples, Frimats , 

Ramaſſez. tous vos nuages, 

FRaſſambler, tous ve; Solds;r, 
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In ſuch a Caſe ne'er blame a Foe 
If he betrays ſome little Fear: 
He comes, the mighty Vill roy comes; 
Finds a ſmall River in his Way: 
So waves his Colours, beats his Drums ; 
And thinks it prudent there to ſtay. 
The Gallic Troops breath Blood and War; 
The Marſhal cares not to march faſter ; 
Poor roy moves ſo flowly here, 
We fancy d all, it was his Maſter. ; 
VIII. 1 
Will no kind Flood, no friendly Rain 
Diſguiſe the Marſhal's plain Diſgrace? 1 
No Torrents ſwell the low Mebhayne? Y 
The World will ſay, he durſt not paſs. 
Why will no Hyades appear, 
Dear Poet, on the Banks of Sambre ? 
When you turn'd Func into December ? 
The Water-Nymphs are all unkind 
To Vil”rey; ate the Land-Nymphs fo ? 
Theſe Ebb alas! fly they, Combin d 
To ſhame a General, and a Beau? 
IX. 
Truth, Juſtice, Senſe, Religion, Fame 
May join to finiſh William's Story; 
Nations fer free may bleſs his Name, 
And France in Secret own his Glory 
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Mangre vous Namur en poudre 
Cen va tomber Sous la foudre 
WE domi a Ille, Courrray, 
Gand a Superbe E/pagnole, 
Saint Omer, Bezangon, Dole, 


Tpres, Maſtricht, & Cambray. 


X. 


Mes preſages . accompliſſent : 

A commence a chanceler : 

Sous les coups qui retentiſſeut 
Ces Myrs 5 en vont 1 tcrouley, 
Mars en few, qui les domine, 
Soufle a_grand bruit leur rune ; 
Et les Bonbes dans les airs 
»Allant chercher le tounere, 
Semblert tombant ſur la Terre, 
Wouleir . on ics Enfers. 


XI. 


_Acconrez,, Naſſau, Baviere, 
Des ces Murs l' unique eſpoir : 
A cowvert d une Niere 
Venex, tons poder tout voir 
Conſideres. ces approches : 
v gr-mper ſur tes roches 


Cer 
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But Ipres, Maſtrich and Cambray, 
Beſancon, Ghent, St. Omers, Liſle, 
Courtray and Dole,-----ye Criticks, ſay, 
How poor to this was Pindar's Style? 
With Eke's and Alſo's rack thy Strain, 
Great Bard; and fing the deathleſs Prince, 
Who loſt Namur the ſame Campaign, 


He bought D:xmude, and gutted Deynſe. 
X. 


III hold ten Pound, my Dream is out; 
I'd tell it You, but for the Rattle 
Of thoſe confounded Drums ; no doubt 
You? bloody Rogues intend a Battel. 
Dear me! a hundred thouſand Frech 
With Terror fill the neighb'ring Field; 
While William carries on the Trench, 
*Till both the Town and Caſtle yield. 
Vil roy to Boufers ſhould advance, 
Says Mars, thro* Cannons Mouths in Fire; 
Id ej#, one Mareſchal of France 
Tells t'other, He can come no nigher. 
XI. 
Regain the Lines the ſhorteſt way, 
Vil roy, or to Verſailles take Poſt ; 
For, having ſeen it, Thou can't ſay 
The Steps, by which Namur was loſt. 
The Smoke and Flame may vex thy Sight; 
Look not once back ; but, as thou goeſt, 
Quicken 
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Ces Athletes belliquensx ; 

Et dans les Baux, dans la flame, 

Louis 4 tent donnant {* ame, 

Marcher, courir avecque enx, 
X11. 

Contemplez, dans la tempeſte, 

Qui ſort de ces Bowlevars, 

La plume qui ſur ſa teſte 

(Attire tous les regards. 

A cet Aſtre redowtable 

Toigjours un ſort favourable 

&“ attache dans les Combats : 

Er tem jours avec la Gloire 

Mars amenant la Victoire 

Vole, & le ſuit a grands pas. 
X111. 

Grands Defenſeurs de P Eſpagne, 

Mont rez. vous, il en eſt temps ; 

courage, vers la Mahagne 

Voila vos Drapeanx flottans. 

Famais ſes ondes craintives 

N' ont vis ſur leurs foibles rives 

Tant de guerriers 5 amaſſer. - 

Courez, donc. Qui vous retarde ? 

Tout / Univers vous regarde. 

N* oſez.-vous la traverſer ? 
XIV. 

Loin de fermor le paſſage 

A vos nombreux bataillons, 
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Quicken the Squadrons in their Flight; 
And bid the D----1 take the floweft. 
Think not what Reaſon ro produce, 
From Louis to conceal thy Fear; 
He'll own the Strength of thy Excuſe, 
If he but hears, Naſſau was there, 
XII. 
Now let us look for Louis Feather, 
That us d to ſhine ſo like a Star; 
The Generals could not get together, 
Wanting that Influence, great in War. 
O Poet! thou hadſt been diſcreeter, 
Hanging the Monarch's Hat ſo high 
If thou had ſt dubb'd thy Star, a Meteor ; 
That did but blaze, and rove, and die. 
XIII. 
To animate the doubtful Fight, 
Namur in vain expects that Ray: 
In vain France hopes, the fickly Light 
Shou d ſhine near William's fuller Day. 
He likes Verſailles, his proper Station; 
Nor cares for any Foreign Sphere : 
Where you ſee Bo:leau's Conſtellation, 
Be ſure no Danger can be near. 
XIV. 
The French had gather'd all their Force; 
And William left an open Way: 
Yet off they bruſ d, both Foot and Horſe : 
What has Friend Boilcan left to ſay? 
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Luxembourg 4 ds rivaze 
Necule ſes pavillon: 
Qwuoy ? leur ſeul aſpect vous glace? 
Ow ſont ces chefs pleins d andace, 
Fadis fi prompts a marcher, 
Qui devoient de la Tamiſe, 
Et de la Drave Soumiſe 
Fuſqn" a Paris nons chercher? 

XV. 
Cependant / effroy redouble 
Sur les Remparts de Namur. 
Son Gomverneur, qui ſe trouble, 
S$* enfuit ſous ſon dernier mur. 
Deja juſques à ſes portes 
Fe voy monter nos cohortes, 
| La flame & le fer en main; 
Et ſur les Monceaux de piques, 
De Corps morts, de Rocs, de Briques, 
S* owurir un large chemin. 

XVI. 

Cen eff fait. Fe wiens d' entenare 
Sur ces Nechers eperdus 
Battre un Signal pour ſe vendre : 
Le few ceſſe. Its ſont rendus. 
Depoicillez, wvoire arrogance, 
Fiers Ennemis de la France; 
Et deſormais gracicux, 
Allex a Liege, 4 Bruxelles, 
Porter les humbles nowvclies 
De Namur pris 4 vos yeux. 
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When his high Muſe is bent upon't 
To ſing her King, that Great Commander, 
Or on the Shores of Helleſpont, 
Or in the Valleys near Scamander; 
Wou'd it not ſpoil his noble Task, 
If any fooliſh Phrygian there is 
Impertinent enovgh to ask, 
How far Namur may be from Paris? 
XV. 
Two Stanza's more before we end, 
Of Death, Pikes, Rocks, Arms, Bricks and Fire : 
Leave *em behind you, honeſt Friend ; 
And with your Country-Men retire. 
Tour Ode is ſpoilt, Namur is freed ; 
For Dixmuyd ſomething yet is due; 
So good Count Gwiſcard may proceed; 
But Bowfflers, Sir, one Word with you.---- 
XVI. 
'Tis done. In Sight of theſe Commanders, 
Who neither Fight nor raiſe the Siege; 
The Foes of France march ſafe thro* Flanders, 
Divide to Bruxelles or to Liege. 
Send, Fame, this News to Trianon; 
That Bowfflers may new Honours gain 
He the ſame Play by Land has chown, 
As Towrville did upon the Main. 
Yet is the Mar' mal made a Peer: 
O Wiltam, may thy Arms advance, 
That he may lofe Dinant next Year, 
And ſo be Conſtable of France. 
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Wine and Mulick have the Pow'r, 
To caſe the Sickneſs of the Soul; 
Let Phabss ev ry String explore; 
And Bacchus fill the ſprightly Bowl. 
Let them their friendly Aid imploy, 
To make my Chloe's Abſence light; 
And ſeek for Pleaſure, to deſtroy 
The Sorrows of this live-long Night. 
But She to-Morrow will return: 
Venus, be Thou to-Morrow great; 
Thy Myrtles ſtrow, thy Odours burn; 
And meet thy Fav'rite Nymph in State 
Kind Goddeſs, to no other Pow'rs 
Let us to-Morrow's Bleflings own : 


Thy darling Loves ſhall guide the Hours ; 


And all the Day be Thine alone. 


CELIA oO DAMON. 
RB _—_ 


Inveniunt ur 


If its Exceſs and Fury be not known 
In what thy Celia has already done? 


WII can I ſay, what Arguments can prove 
My Truth; what Colours can deſcribe my 


— A La 39 .TIicaa 
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Thy Infant Flames, whilſt yet they were couceal'd 
In tim' rous Doubts, with Pity I beheld ; 
With eaſie Smiles diſpell d the ſilent Fear, 
Thar durſt not tell me, what 1 dy d to hear: 
In vain I ſtrove to check my growing Flame; 
Or ſhelter Paſſion under Friendmip's Name: 
You ſaw my Heart, how it my Tongue bely d; 
And when you preſs'd, how faintly I deny d 
E'er Guardian Thought cou'd bring its ſcatter'd 
Aid; | 
F'er Reaſon cou d ſupport the doubting Maid; 
My Soul ſurpriz d, and from its ſelf disjoin'd, 
Left all Reſerve, and all the Sex behind: 
From your Command her Motions te receiv d; 
And not for me, but you, the breath d aud lis d. 
But ever bleſt be cythere as Shrine; 
And Fires Eternal on her Altars thine; 
Since thy dear Breaft has felt an equal Wound; 
Since in thy Kindneſs my Deſires are crown d. 
By thy each Look, and Thought, andCare,'tis ſhown, 
Thy Joys are center'd All in me Alone: 
And ſure I am, thou wou dſt not change this Hour 
For all the White ones Fate has in its Pow'r.--- 
Yer thus belov'd, thus loving to Exceſs, 
Yet thus receiving and returning Bliſs, 
In this great Moment, in this Golden Now, 
When ev ty Trace of What, or When, or How 
Shou'd from my Soul by raging Love be torn, 
Aud far on ſwelling Seas of Rapture bon; 


A 
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A melancholy Tear afflicts my Eye; 

And my Heart labours with a ſudden Sigh: 

Invading Fears repel my Coward Joy, 

And Ills foreſeen the preſent Bliſs deſtroy. 
Poor as it is, this Beauty was the Cauſe, 

That with firſt Sighs your panting Boſom coſe : 

But with no Owner Beauty long will ftay, 

Upon the Wings of Time born ſwift away: 

Paſs but ſome fleeting Years, and theſe poor Eyes 

(Where now without a Boaſt ſome Beauty lyes), 

No longer ſhall their little Luſtre keep; 

Shall only be of uſe to read, or weep: . 

And on this Forehead, where your Verſe has ſaid, 

The Loves delighted, and the Graces play'd; 

Inſulting Age will trace his cruel! Way; 

And leave ſad Marks of his deſtructive Sway. 
Mov'd by my Charms, with them your Love may 

And as the Fuel ſinks, the Flame decreaſe : [ceaſe; 

Or angry Heav'n may quicker Darts prepare; 

And Sickneſs ſtrike what Time a while wou'd ſpare. 

Then will my Swain his glowing Vows renew; 

Then will his throbbing Heart to mine beat true; 

When my own Face deters me from my Glaſs ; 

And Meller only ſhows what Celia was. 
Fantaſtick Fame may ſound her wild Alarms: 

Your Country, as youthink, may want your Arms. 

You may neglect, or quench, or hate the Flame, 

Whoſe Smoke too long obſcur'd yourrifing Name 

| 3 
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And quickly cold Indiff rence will enſue, 
When you Love's Joys thro' Honour's Optic view. 
Then crlia's loudeſt Pray*r will prove too weak, 
To this abandon'd Breaſt to bring you back; 
When my loſt Lover the tall Ship aſcends, 
With Muſick Gay, and wet with Jovial Friends: 
The tender Accents of a Woman's Cry 
Will paſs unheard, will unregarded die; 
When the rough Seaman's louder ſhouts prevail; 
When fair Occaſion ſhows the ſpringing Gale; 
And Int teſt guides the Helm, and Honour fills 
the Sayl. 
Some vretched Lines from this neglected Hand. 
May find my Lover on the Foreign Strand, 
Fill'd with new Fires, and pleas'd with new 
Command. 
While ſhe who wrote em, of all Joy bereft, 
To the rude Cenſure of the World is left; 
Her mangled Fame in bard'rous Paſtime loſt, 
The Coxcomb's Novel, and the Druukard's Toaſt, 
But neater Care (O pardon it) ſupylics 
Sighs to my Breaſt, and Sorrow to my Eyes. 
Love, Love himſelf, the only Friend I have, 
May ſcorn his Triumph, having bound his Slave: 
That Tyrant God, that reſtleſs Conqueror 
May quit his Pleaſure, to aſſert his Pow'r; 
Forſake the Provinces that bleſs his Sway, 
To vanquiſk thoſe which will not yet obey. 
Anu» 
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Another Nymph with fatal Pow'r may riſe, 
To damp the finking Beams of Celia's Eyes 3 
With haughty Pride may hear her Charms confeft ; 
And ſcorn the ardent Vews that I have bleſt ; 
You ev ry Night may ſigh for Her in vain; 
And riſe each Morning to ſome freſh Diſdain : 
While cælia's ſofteſt Look may ceaſe to Charm; 
And her Embraces want the Pow'r to warm : 
While theſe fond Arms, thus circling you, may prove 
More heavy Chains, than thoſe of hopeleſs Love. 
Jaſt Gods! all other Things their Like produce: 
The Vine ariſes from its Mother's Juice; 
When feeble Plants, or tender Flow'rs decay, 
They to their Seed their Images convey : 
Where the old Myrtle her good Influence ſheds, 
Sprigs of like Leaf erect their Filial Heads; 
And when the Parent Roſe decays, and dies, 
With a reſembling Face the Daughter Buds ariſe, 
That Product only which our Paſſions bear, 
Eludes the Planter's miſerable Care: 
While blooming Love aſſures us Golden Fruit, 
Some inborn Poiſon taints the ſecret Roet; 
Soon fall the Flow'rs of Joy, and ſoon the Seeds 
of Hatred ſhoot. 


Say, Shepherd, ſay, — 


Or was it but the Woman's Fear, that drew 
This cruel Scene, unjuſt to Love and You; 


Will 


„ 
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Will you be only, and for ever Mine? 
Shall neither Time, nor Age our Souls disjoia 
From this dear Boſom ſhall I ne'er be torn + 


Or You grow cold, Reſpectful, and Forſworn? 
And can You not for Her you love do more, 
Than any Youth for any Nymph before? 


— 


2 


PALLAS and VENUS. 
An EPIGRA M. 


e Trojan Swain had judg'd the great Diſpute 3 
And Beauty's Pow'r obtain d the GoldenFruit; 
When Venn, looſe in all her naked Charms, 
Met Fove's Great Daughter clad in ſhining Arms. 
The wanton Goddeſs view'd the warlike Maid 
From tiead to Foot, and Tauntingly ſhe ſaid. 
Yield, Siſter; Rival, yield; Naked, You ſee, 
I vanquiſh ;z gueſs how .Potent I ſhould be, 
If to the Field I came in Armor dteſt; 
Dreadful, like thine, my Shield, and terrible myCreft. 
The Warrior Goddeſs with Diſdain reply'd; 
Thy Folly, Child, is equal to thy Pride: 
Let a brave Enemy for once adviſe; 
And Venus (if tis poſſible} be Wiſe. 
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Thou to be ſtrong muſt put off every Dreſs; 
Thy only Armour is thy Nakedneſs: 

And more than once, or Thou art much bely'd, 
By Mars himſelf that Armour has been try d. 


* 
* 


preſented 
To the K I N G, 


At his Arrival in HOLLAND, 
after the Diſcovery of the Conſpi- 
tacy, 1696. | 


Sera in cælum redeas ; diumue 

Lata interſis populo Quizini : 

Neve te noſtriſvitiis iniquum 
Ocyer aura 


Toliat —— Hor. ad Auguſtum. 


E careful Angels, whom eternal Fate 
Ordains, on Earth and human Acts to wait 


Who turn with ſecret Pow's this reſtleſs Ball: 

And bid alternate Empires tiſe and fall: 

Your ſacred Aid religious Monarchs own, 

When firſt they Merit, then aſcend the Throne 

But Tyrants dread you, left your juſt Decree 

Transfer the Pow's, and ſet the People free: 
Sec 
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See reſcu'd Britain at your Altars bow ; 
And hear Her Hymns your happy Care avow; 
That ſtill her Axes and her Rods ſupport 
The Judges Frown, and grace the awful Court: 
That Law with all her pompous Terror ſtands, 
To wrieſt the Dagger from the T raitors Hands; 
And rigid Juſtice reads the fatal Word, 
Poiſes the Ballance firſt, then draws the Sword. 
Britain Her Safety to your Guidance owns, 
That She can ſep'rate Parricides from Sons: 
That, impious Rage diſarm'd, She lives and reigns, 
Her Freedom kept by Him, who broke her Chains. 
And Thou, great Miniſter, above the reſt 
Of Guardian Spirits, be Thou for ever bleſt : 
Thou, who of old wert ſent to Iſraci's Court, 
With ſecret Aid great Davis ſtrong Support; 
To mock the frantick Rage of cruel Saul; 
And ſtrike the uſeleſs Jav*lin to the Wall. 
Thy later Cate 0'cr William's Temples held, 
On Boyn's propit ious Banks, the heav'nly Shield, 
Waen Pow'r Divine did Sov*raign Right declare; 
And Cannons mark*d, whom they were bid to ſpare. 
Still, bleſſed Angel, be thy Cate the ſame; 
Be William's Life untouch'd, as is his Fame: 
Let Him own Thine, as Fritain owns His Hand; 
Save thou the King, as He has ſav'd the Land. 
We Angels Forms in pious Monarchs view; 
We teverence William ; for he acts like You: 
E Like 
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Like You, Commillion'd to chaſtiſe and bleſs, 
He muſt avenge the World, and give it Peace. 


Indulgent Fate our potent Pray'r receives; 
And fill Britannia ſmiles, and William lives: 


The Hero dear to Earth, by Heav'n belov'd, 
By Troubles muſt be vex d, by Dangers prov'd; 
His Foes muſt aid to make his Fame compleat 3 
And fix his Throne ſecure on their Deſeat. 

So, tho? with ſudden Rage the Tempeſt comes; 
Tho? the Winds roar, and tho* the Water foams ; 
Imperial Brain on the Sea looks down, 

And ſmiling ſees her Rebel Subject frown : 
Striking her Cliff, the Storm confirms her Pow'r ; 
The Waves but whiten her Triumphant Shore: 
In vain they wou'd advance, in vain retreat; 

Broken they daih, and periſh at her Feet. 
For William ftill new Wonders thall be ſhown ; 
The fou ts that reſcu'd ſhall preſerve the Throne : 
Safe on his Darling Britain's joyful Sea, 

Behold, the Monarch ; lows his liquid way: 

His Fleets in Thunder thro” the World declare, 
Whoſe Empire they obey, whoſe Arms they bear, 
Bleſs' d by aſpicing Wings he finds the Strand 
Blacken'd with Crouds; lie ſees the Nations ſtand > 
Bleſſing kis Safety, proud of his Command. 
In various Tong:es he hears the Captains dwell 
Ou their great Leader's Prailc ; by Turns they tell, 


And 
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And liſten (each with emulous Glory fir'd) 
How William conquer'd, and how France retit d; 
How Belgia freed tue Hero's Arm confeſs' d; 
But trembled for the Courage which She bleſt. 

O Louis, from this great Example know, 
To be at once a Hero, and a Foe: 
By ſounding Trumpets, mark, and ſurly Drums, 
When William to the open Vengeance comes: 
Heading his Troops, and foremoſt in the Fight, 
Behold the Soldier plead the Monarch's Right. 

Hence then, cloſe Ambuſk aud perſidious War, 
Down to your priſtin Seats of Night repair, 
And thou, Bel(/5na, weep thy cruel Pride 
Reſtrain'd, behind the Victor's Charict ty'd 
In brazen Knots, and everlaſting Chains; 
(So Europe's Peace, fo William's Fate ordains :) 
While on the Iv'ry Chair, in happy State 
He fits ; ſecure in Innocence, and great 
In regal Clemency ; and views benzath 
Averted Darts of Rage, aud pointleſs Arms of 
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TO A 


&A 3 & % KL 


Young Gentleman in Love. 


Ton poblick Noiſe and factious Strife, 


From all the buſie ills of Life, 
Take me, my Chloe, to thy Breaſt ; 
And lull my wearied Soul to Reſt. 
For ever, in this humble Cell, 

Let Thee and I, my Fair One, dwell; 
None enter elſe, but Love: and he 
Shall bar the Door, and keep the Key. 
To painted Roofs and ſhining Spires, 
( VUneaſie Sears of high Deſires) 

Let the unthinking Many croud, 
That dare be Covetous and Proud : 
In Golden Bondage let them wait; 
And barter Happineſs for State : 

But Oh! Afy Chloe, when thy Swain 
Deſires to ſee a Court again; 

May Heav'n around this deſtin d Head, 
The choiceſt of its Curſes med: 

To ſum up all the- Kage of Fate 

In the Two Things I dread and hate, 
| May'ft Thou be Falſe, and I be Great. 
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Thus on his Chloe's panting Breaſt; 
Fond C:{adon his Soul expreſt; 
While with Delight the lovely Maid 
Receiv'd the Vows, the thus repaid. 
Hope of my Age, Joy of my Youth, 
Bleſt Miracle of Love and Truth ! 
All that could e er be counted mine, 
My Love and Life, Jong face cor chine: 
A real Joy I never knew, 
Till I believ'd thy Paſſion true; 
A real Grief I ne'er can find, 
*Till thou prov'ſt Perjur'd or Unkind. 
Contempt, and Poverty, and Care, 
All we abhor, and all we fear, 
Bleſt with thy Preſence, I can beat: 
Thro* Waters and thro* Flames III go, 
Suff ret and Solace of thy Woe : 
Trace me ſome yet unheard-of way, 
That I thy Ardour may repay : 
And make my conftant Paſſion known, 
By more than Woman yet has done. 
Had I a With that did not bear 
The Stamp and Image of my Dear ; 
I'd pierce my Heart thro? ev'ry Vein, 
And die to let it out again. 
No: Venus ſhall my Witneſs be, 
(If Venus ever lov'd like me) 


That 
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That for one Hour 1 wou'd not quit 
My Shepherd's Arms, and this Retreat, 
To be the Perſian Monarch's Bride, 
Part'ner of all his Power and Pride ; 
Or rule in Regal State above, 

Mother of Gods, and Wife of Fore. 
On happy theſe of Human Race ! 

But ſoon, alas! our Pleaſures pals. 

He thank'd her on his bended Knee ; 
Then drank a Quart of Milk and Tea; 
And leaving her ador'd Embrace, 
Haſten'd to Court, to beg a Place. 
While She, his Abſence to bemoan, 
The very Moment he was gone, 
Call'd Thyr/is from beneath the Bed, 
Where all tuis time he had been hid. 


MORA L 


HILST Men have theſe Ambitions Fancies, 
And wanton Wenci,cs read Romances z 

Our Sex will ---- What ? aut with it: Lye: 

And Their; in equal Strains reply. 

The Moral of the Tale I Hug, 

(CA Poſy for a Wedding Rug) 

In this ſhort Verſe will be conſin d: 

Love is a Jeſt, and Vows are Wind. 


AN 
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A N 


ENGLISHPADLOCK, 


ISS Danze, when Fair and Young, 
(As Horace has divinely ſung) 
Could no be kept from fove's Embrace 
By Doors of Steel, and Walls of Braſs. 
The Reaſon of the Thing is clear ; 
(Would Fove the naked Tirth aver) 
Cupid was with him of the Party; 
And ſhow'd himſelf fincere and hearty : 
For (give that Whipſter but his Errand) 
He takes my Lord Chief Juſtice* Warrant; 
Dauntleſs as Death away he walks; 
Breaks the Doors open, ſuaps the Locks; 
Searches the Parlour, Chamber, Study; 
Nor tops, till ke has C#{prir's Body. 
Since tuis has been Autheutick Truth, 
By age deliver'd dowa to Youth; 
Tell us, miſtaken Husbat. d, tell us, 
Why ſo Myſterious, wi fo Jealous? 
Does the Reſtraint, tlie Bolt, the Bar, 
Make us leſs Curious, ner leſs Fair? 
The Spy, who does this Treaſure keep, 
Does ſhe ne er tay her Pray'rs, nor Sleep 
Does ſhe to no Exceſs incline? 
Does ſhe fly Muſick, Mirth, aud Wine? 


N E 4 Or 
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Or have not Gold and Flatt ry Pow'r, 
To purchaſe One unguarded Hour? 
Your Care does further yer extend; 
That Spy is guarded by your Friend. ---- 
But has that Friend not Eye, nor Heart? 
May he not feel the cruel Dart, 
Which, ſoon or late, all Mortals feel? 
May he not, with too tender Zeal, 
Give the Fair Pris'ner Cauſe to ſee, 
How much he wiſhes ſhe were free ? 
May he not craftily infer 
The Rules of Friendſhip too ſevere, 
Which chain him to a hated Truft, 
Which make him Wretched, ro be Juſt? 
And may not She, this Darling She, 


Youthful and healthy, Fleſh and Blood, 


Eaſie with him, ill us'd by thee, 
Allow this Logic to be good? 
Sir, Will your Queſtions never end? 

I truſt ro neither Spy nor Friend. 
In mort, I keep her from the Sight 


Of ev ry Human Face ---- She Il write. ---- 
From Pen and Paper She's debarr'd. ---- 


Has the a Bodkin and a Card? 


She II prick her Mind: She will, you ſay ; 


Bur how ſhall She that Mind convey ? 
I keep her in one Room, I lock it; 


The Key, look here, is in this Pocket : 


The 


* 
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The Key-hole, is that left? Moſt certain, 

she ll thruſt her Letter thro”,----Six Martin. 
Dear angry Friend, what muſt be done? ; 

Is there no Way? There is but one. » | 

That all this mingled Maſs, which the 

Being forbidden longs to know, ; 8 


Is a dull Farce, and empty Show, 
Powder, and Pocket-Glaſs, and Beau; 
A Staple of Romance and Lies, 

Falſe Tears, and real Perjuries ; | 
Where Sighs and Looks are bought and ſold; | 
And Love is made but to be told; f 
Where the fat Bawd and laviſh Heir 1 
The Spoils of ruin'd Beauty ſhare ; 
And Youth ſeduc'd from Friends and Fame, 
Muſt give up Age to Want and Shame. 

Let her behold the Frantick Scene, 

The Women wretched, falſe the Men: 
And when, theſe certain 11ls to hun, 

She would to thy Embraces run; 
Receive her with extended Arms ; 

Seem more delighted with her Charms; 
Wait on her to the Park and Play; 

Put on good Humour, make her gay; 

Be to her Virtues very kind; 

Be to her Faults a little blind; 


E 3 | Lat 
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Let all her Ways be unconfin'd ; 
And clap your Padlock;--- on her Mind. 


Monſieur De la Fontaines 


HANS CARVE L 


20-17 AT 8 0 


AN Carvel, Impotent and Old, 
Married a Laſs of London Mould; 
Handſome enough; extremely Gay; 
Lov'd Muſick, Company and Play: 
High Flights ſhe had, and Wit at Will; 
And ſo her Tongue lay ſeldom till ; 
For in all Vilits who but She, 
To Argue or to Repartee ? 
She made it plain, that Human Paſſion 

Was order'd by Predeſtination ; 
That, if weak Women went aſtray, 


Their Stars were more in Fault than They: 


Whole Tragedies She had by Heart; 
Enter d into Roxana's Part; 

To Triumph in her Rival's Blood, 

The Action certainly was good; 

How like a Vine young Ammon curl'd? 
Oh that dear Conqu rot of the World! 
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She pity d Betrerton in Age, 
That ridicul'd the God- like Rage. 

She, firſt of all the Town, was told, 
Where neweſt India things were ſold; 
So in a Morning, without Bod'ce, 
Slipt ſometimes out to Mrs. Thedy's, 
To cheapen Tea, to buy a Screen ; 
What elſe cou'd fo much Virtue mean? 
For to prevent the leaſt Reproach, 
Betty went with her, in the Coach. 

But when no very great Atﬀair 
Excited her peculiar Care, 
She without fail was wak'd at Ten; 
Drank Chocolate; then ſlept again; 
At Twelve Sue toſe, with mich ado 
Her Cloaths were huddled on by Two: 
Then, Does my Lady Dine at home? 
Yes fure :-----Bur is the Colonel come? 
Next, how to ſpend the Afternoon; 
And not come Home again too foou 5 
The Change, the Cit), or the Play, 
As each was proper for the Day; 


A Turn, in Summer, to Hyde-Park, » 


When it grew tolerably Dark. 
Wives Pleaſure cauſes Husbands Pain; 
Strange Fancies come in Hans's Brain 
He thought of what he did not names; 
And wou d reform, but durſt not blame: 
At 


FRIES >... - 
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At firſt He therefore Preach'd his Wife 
The Comforts of a Pious Life : 
Told Her how Tranſient Beauty was; 
That all muſt die, and Fleſh was Graſs: 
He bought her Sermons, Pſalms, and Graces ; 
And doubled down the uſeful Places. 
But ſtill the Weight of worldly Care 
Allow'd her little time for Prayer. 
And Cleopatra was read o'er; 
Whilſt Scor, and Wake, and Twenty more, 
That teach one to deny ones ſelf, 
Lay unmoleſted on the Shelf. 
An untouch'd Bible grac'd her Toilet; 
No fear that Thumb of hers ſhould ſpoil it. 
ln ſhort, the Trade was ſtill the ſame; 
The Dame went out, the Colonel came. 
What's to be done? poor carvel cry d; 
Another Batt ry muſt be try d: 
What if to Spells 1 had recourſe ? 
_ »Tis but to hinder ſomething worſe. 
The End muſt juſtiſie the Means; 
He only Sins who Ill intends : 
Since therefore tis to Combat Evil; 
"Tis lawful to employ the Devil. 
Forthwith the Devil did appear, 
(For name him and he's always near) 
Not in the Shape in which he plics 
At Miſſes Elbow, when fie lies; 
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ages oy before the Nurs'ry Doors, * 
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LOSS 


Away 
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Away went Hans, glad not a little: 
Obey'd the Devil to a Tittle ; 
Invited Friends ſome half a Dozen, 
The Colonel and my Lady's Cozen. 
The Meat was fery'd; the Bowls were crown'd ; 
Catches were Sung ; and Healths went round : 
Barbados Waters for the Cloſe; 
| ?Till Hans had fairly got his Doſe. 

The Colonel toaſted to the beſt ; 
The Dame mov d off to be undreft : 

| The Chimes went Twelve; the Gueſts withdrew : 
| But when or how, Hans hardly knew. 
Some modern Anecdotes aver, 
He nodded in his Elbow Chair ; 
From thence was carry'd off to Bed; 
John held his Heels, and Nan his Head. 
My Lady was difturb'd, new Sorrow: 
Which Hans muſt anſwer for to-Morrow. 
In Bed then view this happy Pair; 
And think how Hymen Triumph' d there. 
Hans, faſt aſleep, as ſoon as laid; 
The Duty of the Night unpaid: 
The waking Dame, with Thoughts oppreſt, 
That made her hate both Him and Reſt; 
By ſuch a Husband, ſuch a Wife! 
»Twas Acme s and Septimius Life. 
The Lady ſigh d, the Lover ſnor'd; 
The punctual Devil kept his Word: 


Appear'd 
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Appear'd to honeſt Hans again, 

(But not at all by Madam ſeen) 

And giving him a Magick Ring, 

Fit for the Finger of a King: 

Dear Hans, ſaid he, this Jewel take, 

And wear it long for Satan's ſake; 

*Twill do your Bus'neſs to a Haix: 

For long as you this Ring ſhall wear, 

As ſure as 1 look over Lincoln, 

That ne er ſhall happen which you think on. 
Hans took the Ring with Joy extream, 

(All this was only in a Dream) 

And thruſting it beyond his Joiut, 

''Tis done, he cry'd, I've gain'd my Point-— 

Whar Point, ſaid the, you ugly Beaſt? | 

You neither give me Joy, nor Reſt : 6 

'Tis done ;--—-What's done, you drunken Bear? 

You've thruſt your Finger G---d knows where, 


87 
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PAUVLO PURGANTI 


AND 


His WIF E: 


An Honeſt but a Simple Pair. 


Eft enim quiddam, idque intelligitur in omni Virtue, 
Deceat : quod Cogitatione magis à Virtwte po- 


— Lees Cic. de Officiis. Lib. 1. 


|| pag the fix'd and ſettled Rules 
Of Vice and Virtue in the Schools; 
Beyond the Letter of the Law, 
Which keeps our Men and Maids in Awe; 
The better fort ſhou d ſer before em 
A Grace, a Manner, a Decorum; 
Something that gives their Acts a Light; 
Makes em not only juſt, but bright; 
And ſets em in that open Fame, 
Which witty Malice cannot blame 

For tis in Life, as tis in Painting; 
Much may be Right, yet much be Wanting : 
From Lines drawn true, our Eye may trace 
A Foot, a Knee, a Hand, a Face: 
May juſtly own the Picture w rought 
Exa@ to Rule, exempt from Fault: 

Ter, 
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The Titian Seroke, the Guide Air; 

To niceſt Judgment ſhow the Piece, 

At beſt *twill only not diſpleaſe: 

It would nat gain on Ferſeys* Eye, 

B—4—4 would ſcold, and ſet it by. 
Thus, in the Pifture of our Mind, 

The Action may be well defign'd ; 

Guided by Law, and bound by Duty ; 

Yer want this Fe ne [pay quey of Beauty : 

And tho” its Error may be ſuch, 

As Knags and Burgeſs cannot hit; 

It yet may feel the nicer Touch 

Of Wicherly's or Congreve's Wit. 
What is this Talk? replies a Friend ; 

And where will this dry Moral end? 

The Truth of what you here lay down, 5 


By ſome Example ſhould be ſhewn :- 
With all my Heart,---for once. read on. 
An Honeſt, but a Simple Pair, 
(And Twenty other I forbear) 8 
May ſerve to make this Theſis clear. 

A Doctor of great Skill and Fame, 
Paulo Purganti was his Name, * 
Had a good, comely, virtuous Wife : 
No Woman led a better Life: | 
She to Intreagues was ev'n bard-hearted : 
She chuckPd when a Bawd was carted ; A 
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And thought the Nation ne'er wou'd thrive, 


Till all the Whores were burnt alive. 
On marry'd Men, that dare be bad, 
She thought no Mercy ſhou'd be had; 


They ſhould be hang'd. or ſtarv'd, or flead; 


Or ferv'd like Rori;b Friefts in Swede,---- 
In ſhort, all Lewdneſs ſhe defy'd; 
And ftiff was her Parochial Pride. 
Yer, in an honeſt way, the Dame 
Was a great Lover of that ame: 
And could from Scripture take her Cue, 


That Husbands ſhould give Wives their Due. 


+ Her Prudence did ſo juſtly fteer 
Berween the Gay and the Severe, 
Thar. if in ſome Regards ſhe choſe 
To curb poor Paulo in too cloſe ; 
In cthers the relax'd again, 
And govern'd with a looſer Rein. 
Thus, tho? he ſtrictly did confine 
The Doctor from Exceſs of Wine; 
With Oyſters, Eggs, and Vermicelli, 
She let him almoſt burſt his Belly: 
Thus drying Coffee was deny'd ; 
Bur Chocolate that Loſs ſupply d; 
And for Toba, (who could bear it?) 
Filthy Concomitant of Claret. 
(Bleft Revolution:) one might ſee 
Ecingo Roots, and Bohe Tea. 
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She often ſet the Doctor's Band, 

And ſtrak d his Beard, and ſqueez d his Hand; 
Kindly complain'd, that after Noon 
He went to pore on Books too ſoon ; 
She held it wholſomer by much 
To reſt a little on the Couch :---- 
About his Waſte in Bed a- nights 
She clung fo cloſe - fot fear of Sprights. 
The Doctor underftood the Call; 
But had not always wherewithal. 

The Lion's Skin too ſhort, you know, 

(As Plutarch's Morals finely ſhow) 
Was lengthen'd by the Fox's Tail: 
And Art ſupplies, where Strength may fail. 

Unwilling then in Arms to meet 
He ſtrove to lengthen the Campaign, 

And ſave his Forces by Chicane. 

Fabius, the Roman Chief, who thus 

By fait Retreat grew Maximus, 

Shows us. that all, which Warrior can do 
With Force inferior, is Cunitands. 

Oue Day then, as the Foe drew near, 
With Love, and Joy, and Life, and Dear ; 
Our Don, who knew this Tittle Tattle 
Did, ſure as Trumpet, call to Battel ; 
Thought it extremely 4 propos, 

To ward againſt the coming Blow; 


To 
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To ward, but how? Ay, there's the-Queftien : 
Fieree the Aſſault; unarm'd the Baſtion.. 

The Doctor feign'd a ſtrange Surpriſe 3 
He felt her Pulſe, he view'd her Eyes: 
Thoſe beat too faſt, theſe row!'d too quick; 
She was, he ſaid, or would be Sick: 

He judg'd it abſolutely good, 

That the fhould purge and cleanſe her Blood. 
Spaw Waters for that end were got: 
If they paſt eaſily or not, 

What matters it? The Lady*s Fever 
Continu'd violent as ever. 

For a Diſtemper of this kind, 
(Blackgwore and Hanns are of my Mind) 
If once it youthful Blood infects, 

And chiefly of rhe Female Sex, 
Is ſcarce removed by Pill or Potion; 
What-e ex might be our Doctor s Notion. 

One luckleſs Night then, as in Bed 
The Doctot and the Dame were laid; 
Again this cruel Fever came, 

High Pulſe, fort Breath, and Blood in Flame. 
What Meaſures mall poor Paule keep 
With Madam in this piteous taking? 
And won't allow him Reſt, tho' waking. 
gad State of Matters; when we dare 
Not ask for Peace, not offer War: 


WY 
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(Tho? no great Greeks) in Warw:ck-Lane. 


Reduce, 

my Muſe, ri 
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* _ talk'd, the more te burn d; 

2 and toft, and groan d, and turn 

2 I with, faid Ge, my Dear--- - 
whiſper'd ſomething in his Ear.) 
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* * 
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You wiſh ! wiſh on, the Doctor cries : 

Lord! when will Womankiad be wiſe? 

What, in your Waters? are you mad? 

Why Poiſon is not half ſo bad. 

P11 do it-— But 1 give you warning; 

You'll die before to Morrow Morning 

*Tis kind, my Dear, what you adviſe, 

The Lady with a Sigh replies: 

But Life, you know, at beſt is Pain: 

And Death is what we ſhould diſdain. 

So do it therefore, and Adieu; 

For 1 will die, for Love of you. 

Let wanton Wives by Death be ſcar'd; 

But to my Comfort, I'm prepar'd. 


— ö 


THE 
LAD L E. 


HE Scepticks think 'twas long ago, 
Since Gods came down Incognito 3 

To ſee who were their Friends or Foes, 

And how our Actions fell or roſe. 

That, ſince they gave Things their Beginning; 

And ſet this Whirligig a Spinning: 

Supine they in their Heaven remain, 

Exempt from Paſſion, and from Pain : 
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And frankly leave us Human Elves, 
To cut and ſhuffle for our ſelves: 
To ſtand, or walk; to riſe, or tumble; 
As Matter, and as Motion jumble, 

The Poets now, and Painters hold 
This Theſis both abſurd and bold: 
And your good-natur'd Gods, they ſay, 
Deſcend ſome twice or thrice a Day. 
Elſe all theſe Things we toil ſo hard in, 
Would not avail one ſingle Farthing : 
For when the Hero we rehearſe, 
To grace his Actions, and our Verſe; 
"Tis not by dint of Human Thought, 
That to his Latium he is brought: 
Iris deſcends, by Fates Commands, 
To guide his Steps through Foreign Lands; 
And Amphitrite clears his Way 
From Rocks and Quick-ſands in the Sea. 

And it you ſee him ia a „etch, 
Tho drawn by Pawuio or ca ehe, 
He ſhows not half his Force and Stiengrth, 
Strutting in Armour, and at Length: 
That he may make his proper Figure, 
The Piece muſt yer be four Taids bigger 
The Nymphs conduct him to the Field: 
Oue holds his Sword and one his Shield: 
Mars ſtanding by aſſerts his Quarrel; 
And Fame flies after with a Lawrel. 
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Theſe Points, I ſay, of Speculation, 
As twere to ſave or fink the Nation, 
Men idly leatned will Diſpute, 
Aſſert, object, confirm, refuce ; 
With equal Arms ſuſtains the Fight, 
»Till now no Umpire will agree em; 
So both draw off, and ſing Te Dewn, 
Is it in Æquilibrio, 
If Deities deſcend or no? 
Then let th' Afficmative prevail, 
As requiſite to form my Tale; 
For by all Pazties tis confeſt, 
That thoſe Opinions are the beſt, 
Which, in their Nature, moſt conduce 
To preſent Ends, aud private Uſe. 
| Two Gods came, therefore, from above; 
| One Mercury, the other Fove ; 
= The Humour was, it ſeems, to know, 
If all the Favours they beſtow, 
k | Could from our own Perverſeneſs eaſe us; 
And if our Wit injoy'd would pleaſe us. 
Diſcourſing largely on this Theme, 
Oer Hills and Dales their Godſhips came; 
Till well nigh tir d, at almoſt Night, 
They thought it proper to alight. 
Note here, that it as true as odd is, 
That, in Diſguiſe, a God or Goddeſs 
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Exerts no ſupernat'ral Powers; 

But acts on Maxims much like Ours. 

They ſpy'd at laſt a Country Farm, 

Where all was ſaug and clean, and warm; 
For Woods before, and Hills behind, 
Secur d it both from Kain and Wind: 
Large Oxen in the Fields were lowinz : 
Good Grain was ſow'd; good Fruit was growing: 
Of laſt Year's Corn in Barns great Store : 
Fat Turkeys gobbling at the Door: 

And Wealth, in mort, with Peace conſented, 
That People here ſhould live contented : 
But did they in Effect do ſo ? 

Have Patience, Friend, and thou ſhalt know. 

The honeſt Farmer and his Wife 
To Years declia'd, from Prime of Life 
Had ſtruggl'd with the Marriage Nooſe, 

(as almoſt every Couple does :) 

Sometimes, my Plague: ſomeimes, my Darling z 
Kiſſing to Day, to Morrow ſnatling: 
Joiatly ſubmitring to endure 

That Evil, wich admits no Cure. 

Our Gods the outward Gate unbarr'd : 
Our Farmer met em in the Tard: 
Thought they were Folks that loſt their Way; 
And ask'd them civilly to ſtay : 

Told 'em, for Supper, or for Bed, 
They might go on, and be wor'e ſred. 
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So ſaid, ſo done; the Gods conſent; 
All three into the Pazlous sent: 
They compliment; they fit; they chat; 
Fight o'er the Wars ; reform the State: 
A thouſand knotty Points they clear; 
2Till Supper and my Wife appear. 
Fove made his Leg, and kiſs'd the Dame: 
Obſequious Hermes did the ſame. 
Fove kiſa d the Fazmer's Wife, you ſay? 
He did; - but in an honeſt way: 
Oh! not with half that Warmth and Life, 
With which he kiſs'd Ampiytrrien's Wife. 
Well then, Things handſoemly vere ſerv'ds 
My Miſtreſs for the Strangers cary'd. 
How ſtrong the Beer, how good the Meat, 
How loud they laught, how much they eat, 
In Epic ſumptuous would appear; 
Yet ſhall be paſs'd in Silence here: 
For 1 mould grieve zo have it ſaid, 
That by a fine Deſcription led, 
1 made my Epiſode too long; 
Or tir d my Friend, to grace my Song. 
The Grace-Cup ſerv d, the Cloth away, 
Fove thought it time to ſhow his Play: 
Landlord and Landlady, he cry'd, 
Folly and Jeſting laid aſide, 
That ye thus hoſpitably live, 
And Stzangess with good Cheai eceiwe, 
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Is mighty grateful to your Betters 3 
And makes even Gods themſelves your Debtors. 
To give this Theſis plainer Proof, 
You have to Night beneath your Roof 
A Pair of Gods ;----nay, never wonder; 
This Youth can fly, and I can Thunder. 
I'm Fupiter, and he Mercurins, 
My Page, my Son indeed, but ſpurious, 
Form then three Wiſhes, You and Madam, 
And ſure as You already had em, 
The Things deſit d, in half an Hour 
Shall all be here, and in your Pow'r. 

Thank Ye, great Gods, the Woman ſays; 
Oh! may your Alrars ever blaze. 
A Ladle for our Silver Diſh 
Is what I want, is what I wiſh.---- 
A Ladle! cries the Man, a Ladle! 
'Odzooks, coriſca, you have pray d ill; 
What ſhould be Great you turn to Farce. 
I wiſh the Ladle in your A----. 
The ſequel of the Tale purſues :; 
The Ladle fell into the Room, 
And ſtuck in old coriſca s Bum: 
Our Couple weep two Wiſhes paſt, 
And kindly join ro form the laſt ; 
To caſe the Woman's awkward Pain, 
And get the Ladle out again. 
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M OR A L. 


HIS Commoner has Worth and Parts ; 
Is prais*d for Arms, or lov'd for Arts: 
His Head ales for @ Coronet ; 
And who is Bleſs'd, that is not Great? 
Some Senſe, and move Eſtate, kind Eeav'n 
To this well-lotted Peer has giu'n: 
What then? He muſt have Ryle and Sway; 
And all is wrong, till He's in Play. 
The Miſer muſt male up his Plumb ; 
And dares not touch the hoarded Sum. 
The fickly Dotard wants 4 Wife, 
To draw eff his laſt Dregs of Life. 
Againſt our Peace we arm our Will : 
Amidſ# our Plenty Something , 
For Horſes, Houſes, Pictures, Planting, 
To Thee, to Me, to Him is wanting. 
That cruet Something unpoſſeſi d 
Corrades and levens all the veſt. 
That Something, if we could obtain, 
Would ſoon create 4 future Pain : 
And to the Coffin, from the Cradle, 
Ti all A Wiſh, and all a Ladle. 
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EAR Thomas, didſt thou never pop 
Thy Head into a Tinman's Shop ; 
There, Thomas, didſt thou never ſee 
Tris but by way of Simile) 
A Squirrel ſpend his little Rage, 
In jumping round a rolling Cage? 
The Cage, as either fide turn'd up, 
Striking a King of Bells a-top--—-?- 

Mov'd in the Orb, pleas d with the Chimes, 
The fooliſh Creature thinks he climbs : 
W 
He never gets two Inches hi 

So fares it with thoſe merry Blades, 

That frisk it under Pindws* Shades; 

In noble Jongs, and lofty Odes, 

They tread on Stars, and talk with Gods 
Still Dancing in an airy Round, 

Still pleas'd with their own Verſes Sound ; 
Brought back, how faſt ſo cer they 89 5 
Always aſpiring, always low. 
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READING 
Mezeray's His tory 
OF 
F RA NC EE. 


J. 


2 Countrymen have done, 
By Law and Wit, by Sword and Gun, 


In Thee is faithfully recited : 
And all the Living World, that view 
Thy Work, give Thee the Praiſes due; 
At once Inſtrudted, and Delighted. 
II. 
Yet for the Fame of all theſe Deeds, 
What Beggar in the Inwalides, 

With Lameneſs broke, with Blindneſs ſmitten, 
Wiſh'd ever decently to die, | 
To have been either Mezeray, 

Or any Monarch He has written ? 

| III. 
It ftrange, dear Author, yet it true is, 
That down from Pharamond to Laws 

All cover Life, yet call it Pain; 
Can Senſe this Paradox endure ? 

Reſolve me, Cambray, or Fontaine, 


IV, The 
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© IV. 
The Man in graver Tragic known, 
Tho? his beſt Part long fiace was done, 
Still on the Stage deſires to tarry : 
And He who play'd. the Harlequin, 
After the Jeſt Kill loads the Scene, 
Uuwilling to retize, tho Weary. 


CARMEN SECULARE, 
For the Year 1700. 


To the K IN G. 


Aſbice, denturs latentur wt Omnia Sec lo. 
0 mi tam longe maneat pars ultima vita 


Spiriens, & quanimm ſat erit tus dicere fats! 
Vizg. Eclog. 4, 
KY elder Look, Great Tanne, caſt 
Into the long Kecords of Ages paſt; 
Review the Years in faireſt Action dreſt, 
With noted White Superior to the reſt ; 
Era deriv'd, and Chronicles begun 
From Empires founded, and from Bartels von: 
Show all the Spoils by valiant Kings atchiev'd 3 
And groaning Nations by their Arms treliev'd; 
The Wounds of Patriots in theix Country's Cauſe, 
And happy Pow't ſuſtain'd by wholeſom Laws; 
F 4 In 
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In comely Rank call ev'ry Merit fotth : 
Imprint on ev iy Act its Standard Worth: 
The glorious Parallels then dowuward bring 
To Modern. Wonders, aud to Britain's King : 
With equal Juſtice and Hiſtoric Care 
Their Laws,theirToils,theirArms with his compare : 
Conteſs the various Attributes of Fame 
Collected and compleat in William's Name: 
To all the liſt ning World relate, 
As thou doſt his Story xead ; 
That nothing went befozxe ſo Great; 
And nothing Greater can ſucceed, 


Thy Native Latium was thy darling Cate, 

Prudent in Peace, and terrible in War: 

The boldeſt Virtues that have govern'd Earth, 

From Latinm's fruitful Womb derive their Birth. 
Then turn to Her fair-written Page; 

From dawning Childhood to eſtabliſ d Age, 
The Gloties of her Empire trace; 

Confront the Heroes of thy Reman Race; 

And let thejuſteſtPalm the Victor Temples grace. 


The Son of Mars reduc'd the ttembling Swains.; 
And ſpread his Empite o'er the diſtant Plains : 
But yet the Sabin violated Charms 
Obſcur's the Glory of his riſing Arms. 


NA 
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Numa the Kites of ſtrict Religion knew; 
On ev'ry Altar laid the Incenſe due: 

Unskill'd to dart the pointed Spear, 

Or lead the forward Youth to Noble War. 
Stern Brutus was with too much Horror good, 
Holding his Faſces ſtain'd with Filial Blood. 
Fabius was Wiſe, but with exceſs of Cate: 

He ſav'd his Country; but prolong'd the War. 
While Decius, Paulus, Curius, greatly Fought z 

And by their ſtriſt Examples taught, 

How wild Defires ſhould be controll'd ; 
And how much brighter Virtue was, than Gold; 
They ſcarce their ſwelling Thirſt of Fame could 
And boaſted Poverty with too much Pride. (hide; 
Exceſs in Youth made Scipio leſs Rever'd : 

And Caro dying ſeem'd to own, he Fear'd, 
Julius with Honour tam'd Reme's foreign Foes ; 
But Patriots fell, e er the Difator roſe : 


And while with Clemency Auguſfus reign'd, 
The Monarch was ador'd, the City chain'd. 


u ich equal Honour be their Merits dreft ; 

Bur be their Failings too confeſt: 

Their Virtue, like their Tyber's Flood 
Rolling its Courſe deſign d the Country's Good: 
But oft the Torrent s too impetuous Speed , 
tom the low Earth tore ſome polluting Weed: | 
do with the Blood of Ice there always ran 
zome viler Part, ſome Tin&ure of the Man. 

F 5 Few 


106 Poems on ſeveral Occaſ ant. 


Few Virtues after theſe ſo far prevail, 

But that their Viees more than turn the Scale: 
Valour grown wild by Pride, and Pour by Rage, 
Did the true Charms of Majeſty impair: 
Rome by degrees advancing more in Age, 
Show'd ſad Remains of what had once been fait: 
Till Heav'n a better Race of Men ſupplies; 
And Glory ſhoots new Beams from Weſtern Skies. 


Turn then to Pharamond and Charlemain, 

And the long Heroes of the Gallic Strain ; 
Experienc'd Chiefs, for hardy Proweſs known, 
And bloody Wreaths in vent tous Battels won. 
From the Firſt William, our great Norman King, 
The bold Plantagencts and Texdors bring; 
Iluftrious Virtues, who by turns have roſe, 

In foreign Fields to check Bricannis's Foes: 
With happy Laws her Empire to ſuſtain; 

And with full Power aſſert her ambient Main: 
But ſometimes too Induftrious to be Great, 

Nor Patient to expect the Turns of Fate; 

They open'd Camps deform'd by Civil Fight; 
And made proud Conqueſts trample over Night: 
Diſparted Britain mourn'd their doubtful Sway; 
And dreaded Both, when Neither would abey. 


From Didier, and Imperial Ado/ph, trace 
The Glorious Offspring of the Neſaw Race, 
Deveted 
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Deyoted Lives to publick Liberty ; 
Then ſee the Kindred Blood of Orange flow, 
From warlike Cornet, thro* the Loins of Baan; 
Thro' Chalon next ; and there with Naſſaw join, 
From Ns fair Banks tranſplanted to the Nine. 
Bring next the Royal Lift of Stuarts forth, 
Undaunted Minds, that rul'd the rugged North ; 
Till Heav*ns Decrees by tip'ning Times are 

| ſhown; 

Till Scotland's Kings aſcend the Engliſh Throne; 
And the fair Kivals live for ever One. 


Janus, mighty Deity, 
Be kind; and as thy ſearching Eye 
Does our Modern Story trace, 
Finding ſome of Smet s Race 
Unhappy, paſs their Annals by ; 
No harhh Refleſtion let Remembrance raiſe ; 
Forbear to mention, what thou canſt not prailc : 
But, as thou dwelFf upon that Heay'nly “ Name, 
To Grief for ever Sacred, as to Fame; 
Oh! read it to thy ſelf; in Silence weep; 
And thy convulſive Sorrows inward keep: 
Left Bricain's Grief ſhould waken at the Sound; 
And Blood guth freſh from her Eternal Wound. 
* Mari | 


Whither 


108. Poems on ſeveral Occafions. 


Whither would'ft thou ſurthet look? 
Read WGlliam's Acts, and. cloſe the ample Book: 
Peruſe the Wonders of his dawning Life.; 
Ho, like Alcides, he began; 
With Infant Patience calm d Seditious Strife ; 
And quellꝰd theSnakes which round his Cradle ran. 


Deſcribe his Youth, attentive to Alarms, 
By Dangers form'd, and perfected in Arms ; 
When Conqu'ring mild, when Conquer d not dif- 
; [grac'd ; 
By Wrongs not leſſen'd, nor by Triumphs rais d: 
Superior to the blind Events 
Of little Human Accidents; 
And couſtant to his firſt Decree, 
To curb the Proud, to ſet the Injur'd free; 
To bow the haughty Neck, and raiſe the ſup- 
(plant Knee. 


His opening Years to izer Manhood bring; 

And ſee the Hero pertc& in the King: 

Imperious Arms by manly Reaſon ſway'd, 

And Newer Supreme by free Conſent obey d: 

With how much Haſte his Mercy meets his Foes 3 

Ard how unbounded his Forgivenet: flows: 

W.th what Deſire be makes his Subjects bleſs'd, 

His Favours granted e'er his Throne addreſs'd; 
| ' Wha: 
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What Trophies o'er our captiv d Hearts he tears, 
By Arts of Peace more potent than by Wars: 
How o'er himſelf, as o'er the World, he reigns, 
His Morals ſtrength' ning, what his Law ordains. 


Thro? all his Thread of Life already ſpun, i 
Becoming Grace and proper Action run: 
The Piece by Virtue's equal kland is wroughe, 
Mix'd with no Crime, and ſhaded with no Fault; 
No Footſteps of the Victor's Rage 
Left in the Camp, where William did engage: 
No Tincture of the Monarcu's Pride 
Upon the Royal Purple ſpy d: 5 
His Fame, like Gold, the more tis try'd, 
The more ſhall its intrinſie Worth prociaim ; 
Shall paſs the Combat of the ſearching Flame, 
And triumph o'er the vanguiſh'd Heat; 
For ever coming out the ſame, 
And loſing nor its Luſtre, nor its Weight. 


Fanus be to William juſt ; 
To faulful Hiſtory his Actions truſt : | 
Command Her, with reculiar Care 4 
To trace each Toil, and comment ev ry War: 
His ſaving Wonders bid her write, 
In Characters diſtuu.ctly bright; 
That each revolving Age may read 
The Patziot's Piety, the Hero's Deed: 


And. 
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And fil} the Size inculcate to his Son, 
Tranſmiſſive Leſſons of the King's Renown. 
That Williaw's Glory ftill may live, 
When all thar preſent Art can give, 
The Pillar'd Marble, and the Tablet Braſs, 
Mould ring, drop the Vifor's Praiſe : 
— — 1 — 
Shall now be viſible no more : 
When Sombre ſhall have chang*d her — 
And Children ase, where Namur ſtood. 


Namur, proud City, how her Tow'rs were am d: 
How ſhe contemm d th approaching Foe! 
Till me by William's Trumpers was alann'd; 
And fhook, and ſunk, and fell beneath his Blow, 
Fave and Pallas, mighty Pow'rs, 
Guided the Hero to the hoſtile. Tow rs. 
Perſeus ſeem d lefs ſwift in War, 
When wing d with Speed, he flew thro? Air. 
Embartel'd Nations ftrive in vain, 
The Hero's Glory to reftrain : 
Streams arm d with Rocks, and Mountains red with 
In vain againft his Force conſpire: (Fire, 
Behold him from the dreadful Height appear; 
And lo, Brita s Lions waving there! 
k . 5 


Ewrope freed, and France repell'd, 
The Hero from the Height beheld ; 
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He ſpake the Word, that War and Rage ſhould 
(ceaſe : 

He bid the Macſe and Mine in Safety flow; 

And dictated a laſting 

To the rejoicing W 
To reſcu d States, and vindicated Crowns, 
His equal Hand preſcrib d their ancient Bounds 3 
Ordain'd whom ev ry Province ſhould obey; 
How far each Monarch ſhould. extend his Sway: 
Taught em how Clemency made Pow'r ever d; 
And that the Prince belov'd was truly feat d: 
Firm by his Side unſpotted Honour ſtood, 
Pleas'd to canfeſs him, not ſo Gicat as Good: 
His Head: wich brighter Beams. fair Virtue deckt, 
Than thoſe which all his num rous Crouns reflect: 
Eſtabliſ d Freedom clap'd. her joyful Wings; 
Proclaim'd the Eiuſt of Men, aud. Beſt. of Kinga. 


Whither would the Muſe aſpire 
With Pindar's Rage without his Fire? 
Pardon me, Janus, twas a Fault, 
Created by too great a Thought: 
Mindleſs of the God: and Day, 

I from thy Altan, Janne, ſtray ; 
From thee, and from. my ſelf; born far away 
The fiery Pegaſive diſdains 
To mind the Rider's Voice, or hear the Reins; 
When glorious Fields and opening Camps he views, 
tle runs with an unbounded Looſe ; 
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Hardly the Muſe can fir the headſtrong Horſe; 
Nor would the, if ſhe could, check his impetuous 
Force: 
With the glad Noiſe qe Cliffs and Vallies ring, 
While fe, thro Earth and Air, purſues the King. 


She now beholds him on the Belgie Shore, 
Whilſt Britain's Tears his ready Help implore, 
Diſſembling for her ſake his ring Cares, 
And with wiſe Silence pond'ring vengeful Wars. 
She thro* the raging Ocean now 
Views him advanciug his auſpicious Prow ; 
Combating adverſe Winds, and Winter Seas, 
Sighing the Moments that defer our Eaſe; 
Daring to wield the Scepter's dang'rous Weight ; 
And taking the Command, to fave the State: 
Tho” cer the doubtful Gift can be ſecut d, 
New Wars mult be ſuſtain'd, new Wounds endur'd. 


Thro' rougu lerne s Camp the ſounds Alarms, 
And Kingdoms yet to be redeem'd by Arms; 

In the dauk Marines finds her glorious Theme; 
And piunges after him thro' Boyn's fierce Stream. 
She bids the //creids run with erembling haſte, 
To tell oid Gcean how the Hero paſt ; 

The God rebukes their Fear, and owns the Praiſe 


Worthy that Arm, whoſe Empite he obeys. 
Back 


t 
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Back to his Albion ſhe delights to bring 
The humbleſt Victor, and the kindeſt King. 
Albion, with open Triumph, would receive 

Her Hero, nor obtains his Leave : 
Firm he rejects the Altars, ſhe would raiſe; 
And thauks the Zeal, while he declines th Praiſe. 
Again the follows him thro* Belgia's Land, 
And Countries often ſav d by Willa s Hand: 
Hears joyful Nations blefs thoſe happy Toils, 
Which freed the People, but return'd the Spoils. 
In various Views ſhe tries her conſtant Theme; 
Finds him in Ceuncils, and in Arms, the ſame : 
When certain to 0'ercome, inclin'd to ſave; 
Tardy to Vengeance ; and with Mercy brave. 


Sudden, another Scene employs her Sight; 
She ſets her Hero in another Light: | 
Paints his great Mind Superior to Succeſs ; 
Declining Conqueſt, to eſtabliſh Peace: 
She brings Aſtras down to Earth again; 
And Quiet, brooding o'er his future Reigu. 


Then with unweary'd Wing the Goddeſs ſoars - 
Eaſtward, to Danate and Propenti: Shoars ; 
Where jarring Empires, ready to engage, 
Ketard their Armies, and ſuſpend their Rage; 


*Till 
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Till William's Word, like that of Fate, declares, 
If they ſhall ſtudy Peace, or lengthen Wars. 

How ſacred his Renown for equal Laws, 

To whom the World defers its Common Cauſe ! 
How fais his Friendſhips, and his Leagues how juſt, 
Whom ev xy Nation courts, whom all Religions 

truſt ! 


From the Moti, to the Northern Sea, 

The Goddeſs wings her deſp'rate Way; 
Sees the young Moſcovite, the mighty Head, 
Whoſe Sov reign Terror forty Nations dread, 
Inamour'd with a greater Monarch's Praiſe ; 
And paſſiag half the Earth, to his Embrace: 
She in his Rule beholds his Volge's Force, 
O'er Precipices, with impetuous Sway 
Breaking, and as he rowls his violent Courſe, 
Drowning, or bearing down, whatever meets his 
But her own King ſhe likens to his Thames, [Way. 
With gentle Couxſe devolving fnutful Streams: 
Serene yet Strong, Majeſtic yet Sedate; 
Swift, without Violence; without Terror, Great. 
Each ardent Nymph the ring Current craves: 
Each Shepherd's Prayer retazds the parting Waves: 
The Vales along the Bank their Sweets diſcloſe: 
FreſhFlowers for ever riſe, and faurtulHacveſt grows. 


Yer whither would th' advent'rous Goddeſs go? 
Sees the not Clouds, and Earth, and Maia below? 


Poems an ſeveral Occaſom:. 


Minds the the Dangers of the Lycian Coaſt, 

And Fields, where mad Bellerophen was loſt? 
Or is her tow'ring Flighe reclaim'd 

By Seas, from car's Downfal nam'd? 

Vain is the Call, and uſeleſs the Advice: 

To wiſe Perſuaſion deaf, and human Cries. 
Yet apward the inceſſant flies ; 

Reſolv'd to reach the high Empyrean Sphere : 

And tell Great Fove, the ſings his Image here: 

To chemin Strength, and Theron's Spead un- 

Till, lo& in trackleſs Fields of ſhining Day, 
Unable to difcern the Way, 

Which Naa.’ Virtue only could explore, 

Untouch'd, unknown, to any Muſe before; 

She, from the noble Precipices thrown, 
Glorious Attempt |! Unhappy Fate! 

The Song too daring, —— 
Tet rather thus the wills to die, 

Than in ceatinu'd Annals live, to ſing 

A ſecond Hero, or a vulgar King; 

And with ignoble Safety fly, 

la fight of Earth, along a middle Sky. 


To Jann: Altars, and the numerous Thong, 
That round his bolted Temples preſs, 
For Williams Life, and Albion 's Peace ; 


is 
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Fanns, caſt thy forward Lye 

Futute, into great Fher's pregnant Womb; 
Where young Ideas brooding lye, 

And tender Images of Things to come: 
*Till by thy high Commands releas'd, 
'Till by thy Hand in proper Atoms dreſs d, 

In decent Order they advance to Light: 
Yet then too (ſwiftly fleet by human Sight; 
And meditate too ſoon their everlaſting Flight. 


Nor Beaks of Ships in Naval Triumph born, 
Nox Standards from the hoſtile Rampart torn, 
Nor Trophies brought from Battels won, 
Nog Oaken Wreath, nor Mural Crown 

Can any future Honours give 
To the Victorious Monarch's Name : 
The Plenitude of William's Fame 
Can no accumulated Stores receive. 
Shut then, auſpicious God, thy Myſtic Gate; 
And make us Happy, as our King is Great. 
Be kind, and with a milder Hand, 
Cloſing the Volume of the ſiniſi d Age, 
(Tho* Noble, 'twas an Iron Page) 
A more delightful Leaf expand, 
Free from Alarms, and fierce Bellona“ s Rage, 
Bid the great Months begin their jovful Round, 
Ry Flora ſome, and ſome by Ceres croun d: 


Teach. 
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Teach the glad Hours to ſcatter, as they fly, 
Soft Quiet, geatle Love, and endleſs Joy : 

Lead forth the Years for Peace and Plenty fam'd, 
From Satwrn's Rule, and better Metal nam d. 
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Secure by William's Care let Britain ſtand; 
Nor dread the bold Invaders Hand: 
From adverſe Shoars in Safety let het hear 
Foreign Calamity, and diſtant War; 
Of which let her, great Heav n, no Portion bear. 
Betwixt the Nations let her hold the Scale; 
And, as the wills, let either Part prevail: 
Let her glad Vallies ſmile with wavy Corn: 
Let fleecy Flocks her rifing Hills adorn : 
Around her Coaſt let ſtrong Defence be ſpread : 
Let fair Abundaace on her Breaſt be ſhed; 
And let Eternal Sweets bloom round the God- 
[deſs Head. 
Where the white Towers and ancient Roofs did 
Remains of VWolſey's or great Henry's Hand; (ſtand, 
To Age now pielding, or deyour'd by Flame, 
Let a young Phenix miſc her tow'ring Head: 
Her Wings with lengthen'd Honour let her ſpread ; 
And by her Greatneſs ſhow her Builder's Fame. 
Auguſt and open, as the Hero's Mind, 
Be her capacious Courts deſign'd: 
Let every Sacred Pillar bear 
Trophies of Arms, and Monuments of War. 
The 
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The King ſhall there in Parian Marble breathe, 
His Shoulder bleeding freſh; and at his Peet 
Difarm'd mall lye the threat'ning Death; 
(For ſo was faving Fove's Decree compleat :) 
Behind, that Angel ſhall be plac'd, whoſe Shield 

Sav d Europe, in the Blow repell'd : 

Boyn ſhall raiſe his Laurell'd Head; 

And his Immortal Stream be known, 
Artfully waving thro' the wounded Stone. 


And thou, Imperial Windſor, ſtand inlarg'd, 
With all the Monatrch's Trophies charg'd: 
Thou, the fair Heav n, that doft the Stars incloſe, 
Which William's Boſom wears, or Hand beftows 
On the great Champions, that ſupport his Throne, 

And Virtues neareſt ro his own. 


Round Ormond's Knee thou ty t the myſtic String, 
That makes the Knight Companion to the King. 
From glorious Camps return d, and foreign 
_ (Fields, 
Bowing before thy ſainted Warrior's Shrine, 
Faſt by his great Forefathers Coats, and Shields 
Blazon'd from Bohwn's, or from Butler's Line, 
He hangs his Arms; nor fears thoſe Arms ſhould 
With an unequal Ray; or that his Deed Ln 
With pales Glory mould recede, 
Zely ps d 
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Eclype d by theirs; or leſſen'd by the Fame 


Ew'n of his own Maternal Naſſaw's Name. 


Thou ſmiling ſee ſt great Dorſe 3 Worth conſeſt, 
The Ray diſtinguiſhing the Patriot 's Breaſt; 
Born to protest and love, to help and pleaſe ; 
Sov*raign of Wit, and Ornament of Peace. 

O! long as Breath informs the fleeting Frame, 
Neer let me paſs in Silence Dorſe:'s Name; 
Ne'er ceaſe to mention the continu'd Debt, 8 


Which the great Patron only would forget; 
And Duty, long as Life, muſt ſtudy to acquit. 


Renown'd in thy Records mall can Rand, 
Aſſerting legal Pow'r, and juſt Command: 

To the great Houſe thy Favour ſhall be ſhown, 
The Father's Star tranſmiſſive to the Son. 

From thee, the Talbet à and the Seymonr's Race 
laform'd, their Sires immortal Steps thall trace: 

Happy may their Sons receive 
The bright Reward, which thou alone canſt give. 


And, if a God theſe lucky Numbers guide, 
If ſure Apollo o'er the Verſe prelide, 
Ferſey, belov's by all: For all muſt feel 
The Influence of a Form and Mind, 
Where comely Grace and conftant Virtue dwell, 


Like mingled Streams, more forcible when join d: 
Ferſey 
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Ferſey ſhall at thy Alrars ſtand ; 

Shall there receive the Azure Band : 
That faireſt Mark of Favour and of Fame, 

Familiar to the Villiers Name. 


Science to raiſe, and Knowledge to enlarge, 

Be our great Maſter's future Charge ; 
To write his own Memoirs. and leave his Heirs 
High Schemes of Government, and Plans of Wars: 
By fair Rewards our Noble Youth to raiſe 
To emulous Merit, and to thirſt of Praiſe: 
To lead them out trom Eaſe cer opening Dawn, 
Through the thick Foreſt and the diſtant Lawn, 
Where the ſſeet Stag employs their ardent Care; 
And Chaſes give them Images of War: 
To teach them Vigilance by falſe Alarms ; 
Inure them in feign'd Camps to real Arms : 
Praiſe them, now to curb the turning Steed, 
Mocking the Foe ; now to his ripid Spced 
To give the Re in; and in the full Career, 


To draw the certain Sword, or fend the pointed 
| (Spear. 


9353 peaceful Arts: 

Some that in Nature mall true Knowledge found. 

And by Experiment make Precept ſound: 

Some that to Morals mall recall the Age, 

And purge from vitious Droſs the ſinking Stage: 
So me 
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Some that with Care true Eloquence fhall teach; 

And to juſt Idioms fix our doubtful Speech : 

That diſtant Realms may from our Authors know, 
The Thanks we to our Monarch owe; 

And Schools profeſs our Tongue through ev'ryLand, 

That have invok'd his Aid, or bleſt his Hand. 


Let his high Power the drooping Muſes rear - 
The Muſes only can reward his Care: 
'Tis they that guard the great Atrides* Spoils 
Tis they that till renew V/y/es* Toils: 
To them by ſmiling Fove *twas given to ſave 
Diſtinguiſh'd Patriots from the Common Grave 
To them, Great Williams Glory to recal, 
| When Statues moulder, and when Arches fall 
Nor let the Muſes, with ungrateful Pride, 

The Sources of their Treaſure hide: 
The Heroes Virtue does the String infpice ; 
When with big Joy they ſtrike the living Lyre | 
On William's Fame their Fate depends: 
From the bright Effluence of his Deed, 

They borrow that reflected Light, 
Whoſe Beams diſpel the Damps of envious Night. 


Through various Climes, and to each diſtant Pole, 
In happy Tides let active Commerce row! : 
ge + G Lee 
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Let Br:tain's Ships export an Annual Fleece, 
Richer than Arges brought to ancient Greece; 
Keturning loaden with the ſhining Stores, 
Which lye profuſe on either India's Shores. 
As our high Veſlels paſs their watry Way, 
Let all the Naval World due Homage pay ; 
With haſty Reverence their Top-Honours lower. 
Confeſſing the aflerted Power, 
To whom by Fate twas given with happy Sway, 


Our Prayers are heard, our Maſter's Fleers ſhall go 
As far as Winds can bear, os Waters flow; 

New Lands to make, new Indies to explore, 

In Worlds unknown to plant Britannia's Power ; 
Nations yet wild by Precept to reclaim ; 

And teach em Arms, and Arts, ia William's Name, 


With humble Joy, and with reſpectful Fear, 

The liſt ning People ſhall his Story hear: 

The Wounds he bore, the Dangers he ſuſtain'd; 

How far he conquer'd, and how well he reign'd, 

Shall own his Mercy equal to his Fame; 

Aud form their Childrens Accents to his Name ; * 

Enquiring how, and when, from Heav'a he came. ) 

Their Regal Tyrants ſhall, with Bluſhes, hide 

Their little Luſts of Arbitrary Pride; 
Nor bear to ſee their Vaſſals ty'd: 


When Ne 
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WhenW-iam's Vittues raiſe theit opening Thought, 
His forty Years for Public Freedom fought, 

Europe by his Hand ſuſtain'd, 
His Conqueſt by his Piety reſtrain'd, 8 
And o'er himſelf the laſt great Triumph gaia'd. 


No longer ſhall their wretched Zeal adore 
Ideas of deſtrutive Power, 

Spirits that hurt, and Godheads that devour : 

And fill their Temples with a Stranger's Praiſe ; 

When the Great Father's Character they find 

Viſibly ſtampt upon the Hero's Mind; 

And own a preſent Deity confeſt, 

In Valour that preſerv'd, and Power that bleſt. 


Through the large Convex of the Azure Sky 
(For thither Nature caſts our common Eye} 
Fierce Meteors ſhoot their arbitrary Light; 
And Comets march with lawleſs Horror bright; 
Theſe hear no Rule, no righteous Order own, - 
Their Influence dreaded, as theix Ways unknown : 
Thro? threaten'dEands they wildDeſtruQtion throw; 
Till ardent Prayer averts the Public Woe; 
Bur the bright Orb that bleſſes all above, 
The ſacred Fire, the real Son of Fove, 
Not by ungovern'd Power declines to Ill: 

G 2 Fin 
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Find by juſt Laws He goes for ever right: 
Man knows hisCourſe, and thence adores his Light. 


O Janus! would intreated Fate conſpire, 
To grant what Britain's Wiſhes could require; 
Above, that Sun ſhould ceaſe his Way to go, 
N E'er William ceaſe to rule, and bleſs below: 
Bur a relentleſs Deftiny 

Urges all that &er was born: 

Snacch*dfrom her Arms, Britannia once muſt mourn 
The Demi-God : The Earthly Half muſt die. 
Yet if our Incenſe can your Wrath remove; 

If human Prayers avail on Minds above; 
Exert, great God, thy Int reſt in the Sky; 

Gain each kind Pow r, each Guardian Deity ; 

That, conquer d by the publick Vow, 

They bear the diſmal Miſchief long away; 
O, far as utmoſt Nature may allow, 

Let them retard the threaten'd Day : 
Krill be our Maſter's Life thy happy Care: 
Still let his Bleſſings with his Years increaſe : 
To his laborious Youth conſum'd in War, 
Add laſting Age, adorn'd and crown'd with Peace: 
Let twiſted Olive bind thoſe Laurels faſt, 

Whoſe Verdure muſt for ever laſt. 


Long let this growing Era bleſs his Sway; 
And let our Sons his preſent Rule obey ; 
On 
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On his ſure Virtue long let Earth rely ; 

And late let the Imperial Eagle fly, > 

To bear the Hero thro” his Father's Sky, 

To Leds's Twins; or He whoſe glorious Speed 

On Foot prevail'd; or He who tam'd the Steed: 

To Hercules, at length abſolv'd by Fate 

From Earthly Toil, and above Envy great: 

To Virgi/'s Theme, bright Cyrherea's Son, 

Sire of the Latian, and the Britiſh Throne: 
To all the radiant Names above, 
Rever'd by Men, and dear to Fove, 

Late, Fanxs, let the Naſſau- Star, 

New born, in riſing Majeſty appear; 

To triumph over vanquiſh'd Night; 
And guide the proſp'rous Mariner, 
With everlaſting Beams of friendly Light. 


THE FIAST 


Hymn of Callmachas. 


TO 
TUPITEM2 


HIL E we to Fove ſelect the holy victim, 
Whom apteꝛ ſhall we ſing than ve himſe if, 
The God for ever great, for ever King ? 

Who flew the Earth-born Race, and meaſures Right 
G 3 10 
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To Heav'ns great Habitants ; Didt aan hear'ft thou 
More joyful, or Lycaan, long Diſpute 

And various Thought has trac'd : on Idas Mount 
Or Die, ſtudious of his Country's Praiſe, 

The Cretan boaſts thy Natal Place ; but oft 

He meets Reproof, deſerv'd ; for he preſumptuous 
Has built a Tomb for Thee, who never knew ſt 
To die; but liv' the ſame to Day and ever, 
Arcadian therefore be thy Birth: great Kea 
Pregnant to high Perrhaſis's Cliffs retir'd, 

And wild Lycess, black with mading Pines: 
Holy Retreat : Sithence no Female hither, 
Conſcious of Social Love and Nature's Rites, 
Muſt dare approach, from the inferior Reptile 
To Woman, Form Divine: There the blefi Parent 
Ungirt her ſpacious Boſom, and diſcharg d 

The pond” cousBirth;the ſought a neighb'riagSpring, 
To waſh the receut Babe; in vain Arcadia, 
However ſtreamy now, aduſt and dry 

Deny d the Goddeſs Water ; where deep Mela, 
And rocky Crati: flow, the Chariot ſmoak'd, 
Obſcure with riſing Duſt : the thirſty Trav'ler 

In vain requir'd the Current, then impriſon'd 
In ſubterranean Caverns: Foreſts grew 

Upon the batten Hollows, high o'erſhading 

The Haunts of Savage Beaſts, where now Faon, 
And Erimanth incline their friendly Urns. 


Thou 
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Thou too, O Earth, great Mea ſaid, bring forth; 
And fhort mall be thy Pangs: She ſaid, and high 
She tear d her Arm, and with her Scepter truck 
The yawning Cliff: from its diſparred Height 
Adown the Mount the guſhing Torrent ran, 
Andchear'd theVallies. There the heav'nly Mother 
Bath'd, mighty King, thy tender Limbs : fhe wrapt 

them 

In Purple Bands; ſhe gave the precious Pledge 
To prudent Neda, charging her to guard thee 
Careful and ſecret: Neda of the Nymphs 
That tended the great Birth, next Philyre 
And Styx, the eldeſt: ſmiling the receiv'd thee, 
And conſcjous of the Grace abſoly'd her Truſt : 
Not unrewarded, fince the River bore 
The Fay*rite Virgin's Name: fair Neda rowls 
By Leprion's ancient Walls, a fruitful Stream : 
Faſt by her flow'ry Bank the Sons of Arcat, 
Fav'tites of Heav'n, with happy Care protect 
Their fleecy Charge; and joyous drink her Wave. 

Thee, God, to Crofſis Neda brought: the Nymphs 
And Corybantes Thee their ſacred Charge 
Receiv'd: Aaraſte rock'd thy golden Cradle: 
The Goat, now bright amidſt her fellow Stars, 
Kind Amelthea reach d her Teat, diftent 
With Milk, thy early Food: the ſedulous Bee 
DiſtilPd her Honey on thy purple Lips. 

Around, the fierce C:reres, Order ſolemn 
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To thy forcknowing Mother, trod tumultuous 

Their Myftic Dance, and clang'd their ſounding 
Induſtrious with the Warlike Din to quell [Arms 3 
Thy Infant Cries ; and mock the Ear of Saturn. 

Swift Growth and woadrousGrace, O heav'nlyFeve, 
Waited thy bloomiag Tears: Inventive Wit, 
And perfect Judgment crown d thy youthful Act. 
That Sarwre's Sons receiv'd the threefold Empire 
Of Heav'n, of Ocean, and deep Hell beneath, 
As the dark Urn and Chance of Lot determin'd, 
Old Poets mentien, fabling. Things of Moment 
Well nigh equivalent and neighb ting Value 
By Lot aue parted: But high Heav'a, thy Share, 
In equal Balance laid 'gainft Sea or Hell 
Flings up the adverſe Scale, and huns Proportion. 
W herefore not Chance but Pow r, above thyBrethcen 
Exalted thee, their King : When thy great Will 
Commands thy Chariot forth, imperuous Strength 
And fiery Swiſtneſs wing the rapid Wheels, 
Lacefant : high the Eagle flies before thee. 
And oh! as I and mine conſult thy Augur, 
Grant the glad Omen; let thy Fav'rice ciſe 
Propitious z ever ſoaring from the Right. 

1 hou to the lefſer Gods haſt well aſſign d 
Theirproper Sha res of Power, thy own, great Fove, 
Roundleſs and univerſal: Thoſe who labour 
The ſweaty Forge, who edge the cxooked Scythe, 


Bend ſtubborn Steel, and harder gleening Armour, 
Ac- 
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Acknowledge Vulcan's Aid: The early Hunter 
Bleſſes Dianas Hand, who leads him ſafe 
Oer hanging Cliffs ; who ſpreads his Net ſucceſsful; 
And guides the Arrow through the Panther's Heart. 
The Soldier from ſucceſsful Camps returning, 
With Laurel wreath d, and rich with hoſtile Spoil, 
Severs the Bull to Mar: The skilful Bard, 
Striking the Thracian Harp, invokes Apollo, 

To make his Hero and himſelf Immortal. 
Thoſe, mighty Fove, mean time, thy glorious Care, 
Who model Nations, publiſh Laws, anounce 
Or Life, or Death, and found, or change theEmpire: 
Man owns the or of Kings; and Kings, of eve. 
And as their Actions tend ſubordinate 
To what thy Will deſigns, thou giv ſt the Means 
Froportion'd to the Work ; thou ſeeſt, impartial, 
How they thoſe Means imploy: Each Monarch rules 
His different Realm, accountable to Thee, 
Great Ruler of the World : Theſe only have 
To ſpeak and be ebey'd: to thoſe are giv'n 
Aſſiſtant Days to ripen the Deſign : 
To ſome whole Months; revolving Years to ſome : 
Others, ill fated, are condemn'd to toil 
Their redious Life, and mourn their Purpoſe blaſted 
With fruitleſs Act, and Impotence of Counſel. 
Hail! greateſt Son of Saturn, wiſe Diſpoſer 
Of every Good, thy Praiſe what Man yet born 
Mas ſung? or who that may be born, tall Gng? 
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Again, and often hail! indulge our Prayer, 
Great Father; grant us Virtue, grant us Wealth: 
For without Virtue, Wealth to Man avails not; 
And Virtue without Wealth exerts leſs Pow'r, 
And leſs diffuſes Good. Then grant us, Gracious, 
Virtue and Wealth; for both are of thy Gift. 


p R O L O G U FE. 


SPOKEN AT 
Couvxr before the QUEEN. 


On Her Majeſty's Birth-Day, 170}. 


ine forth, ye Planers, with diſtinguiſi d Light ; 
As when ye hallow'd firſt this Happy Night; 
Again tranſmit your Friendly Beams to Earth; 
As when Britannia joy d for nns Birth: 

And thou, propitious Star, whoſe ſacred Power 
Prefided o'er the Monarch's Natal Hour; 

Thy Radiant Voyages for ever mn; 

Yietding to gone but Cynthia, and the Sun: 
With thy fair Aſpect fill illuftrate Heav'n ; 
Kindly preſerve what thou haſt greatly giv'n: 
Thy Influence for thy Anna we implote: 
Prolong one Life, and Britain asks no more. 
For Virtue can no ampler Power expreſs, 

Than to be Great in War, and Good ig Peace: 
F at 
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For Thought no higher Wiſh of Bliſs can frame, 
Than to enjoy that Virtue ftill the ſame. 

Entire and ſure the Monarch's Rule muſt prove, 
Who founds her Greatueſs on her Subjects Love; 
Who does our Homage for our Good require; 
And Orders that which we ſhould firſt Deſire : 


Our vanquiſh'd Wills that pleaſing Force obey 2 


Her Goodueſs takes our Liberty away; 

And haughty Britain yields to Arbitrary Sway, 
Let the Young Auſtrian then her Terrors bear, 

Great as he is, her Delegate in War; 

Ler him in Thunder ſpeak to both his Spains, 

That in theſe Dreadful Ifles a Woman Reigns : 

Whilſt the bright Queen does on her Subjects how's 

The gentle Bleſſings of her ſofter Pow'r: 

Gives ſacred Morals to a vicious Age; 

To Temples Zeal, and Manners to the Stage : 

Bids the chaſte Muſe without 2 Bluſh appear; 

And Wit be that which Heav'n and She may hear. 
Minerva thus to Perſeus lent her Shield; 

Secure of Conqueſt ſent him to the Field; 

The Hero ated what the Queen ordain'd ; 

So was his Fame compleat, and. Andromede unchain d. 
Mean time, amidſt her Native Temples ſate 

The Goddeſs, ſtudious of het Gracian's Fate. 

Taught em in Laws and Letters to excel; 

ta Acting juſtly, and in Writing well. 


Thus 
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Thus whilſt the did her various Pow'r diſpoſe; 

The World was freed from Tyrants, Wars, 
Woes: 


virtue was taught inVerſe, and. then: Glory roſe. 


THE 
CAMEL E O N. 


$ the Cameleon, who is known 
A hon as Gas of be own 3 
But borrows from his Neighbour's Hue 
His White, or Black ; his Green, or Blue ; 
And ſtruts as much in ready Light, 
Which Credit gives. him upon Sight; 
As if the Kain-bow were in Tail 
Sertl'd on him, and his Heirs Male: 
So the young Squire, when firſt he comes 
From Country School to Wil”s or Tom's; 
And cqually (God knows) is fit 
To be = Stateſman, ora Wit; 
Withoat one Notion of his own, 
He ſaunters wildly up and down ; 
Till ſome Acquaintance, good or bad, 
Takes notice of a ftaring Lad: 
Admits him in among the Gang: 
They jeft, reply, diſpute, hazapgue + 
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Smear'd with the Colours, which they lead him, 
Thus meerly as his Fortune chances, 
His Merit or his Vice advances. 
If haply he the Se& purſues, 
That read and comment upon News ; 
He takes up their myſterious Face: 
He drinks his Coffee without Lace: 
This Week his mimic Tongue runs o'er 
What they have ſaid the Week before: 
His Wiſdam ſets all Exrope right, 
And teaches AMarib'rewgh when to fight. 
Ot if it be his Fate to meet 
With Folks who have more Wealth than wit; 
He loves cheap Pert, and double Bub; 
Holds Poverty the greateſt vice; 
Thinks Wit the Bane of Converſation ; 
And ſays that Learning ſpoils a Nation. 
But if at firſt he minds his Hits, 
And drinks Champaine among the Wits ; 
Five deep he toafts the tow'ting Laſſes ; 
Kepears you Verſes writ on Glaſſes ; 
Is in the Chair; preſcribes the Law; 
and lies with Thoſe he never ſaw. 


+++ 


þ 
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A Dutch Provers. 


IRE, Water, Woman, are Man's Ruin, 
Says wiſe Profeſſor Vander Brain, 

By Flames a Houſe I hir'd was loſt 

Laſt Year; and I muſt pay the Coft. 

This Spring, the Rains o'erflow'd my Ground; 

And my beſt Flanders Mare was drown'd, 

A Slave I am to Clare's Eyes; 

The Gipſey knows her row t, and flies. 

Fire, Water, Woman, are My Ruin: 

And great Thy Wiſdom, Vander Bruin. 


To CHL OE, Weeping. 


EE, whilft thou weep'R, fair che, ſee 
The World in Sympathy with Thee. 
The chearful Birds no longer fing ; 
But drop the Head, and hang the Wing : 
The Clouds have bent their Boſom lower; 
And ſhed their Sorrows in a Show'r: 
The Brooks beyond their Limits flow ; 
And louder Murmurs ſpeak their Woe: 
The Nymphs and Swains adopt Thy Cares: 
They heave Thy Sighs, and weep Thy Tears: 
Fantaſtick Nymph! that Grief ſhould move 
The Heart. obdurate againſt Love. 


Strange 
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Krange Tears! whoſe Pow'r can ſoften all, 
But that dear Breaſt on which they fall. 


4 O D E. 


Inſcrid'd to the Memory of the 
Hon Col. George Villiers, 


Drowned in the River Piava, in 
the Country of Friuli. 


In Imitation of Horaci Ode 28. Lib. 1. 


Maris P , 
1 jw = of "a0 — 
A Y, deareſt Villiers, poor departed Friend, 
Since flecting Life thus ſuddenly muſt end ; 
Say, what did all thy buſie Hopes avail, 
That anxious thou from Pole to Pole didſt ſail; 
E'er on thy Chin the ſpringing Beard began 
To ſpread a doubtful Down, and promiſe Man? 
Whar profited thy Thoughts, and Toils, and Cares, 
In Vigour more confirm'd, and riper Years? 
To wake e er Morning dawn to loud Alarms; 
And march till cloſe of Night in heavy Arms? 
To ſcorn the Summer Suns and Winter Snows3 
And ſearch thro ev*ry Clime „9 
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That thou might ſt Fortune to thy ſide ingage ; 
That gentle Peace might quell Bellona's Rage 
cate... 0 
In vain we think that free will'd Man has Pow r, 
To haften or protraft the pointed Hour. 
Our Term of Life depends not on our Deed: 
Before our Birth our Funeral was decreed. 
Nor aw'd by Forelight, nor miſ-led by Chance, 
Imperious Death directs the Ebon Lance; 

3 * 
Peoples great Henry I = of 
Alike muſt ev ry and ev ry Age 
Suſtain the univerſal Tyrant's Rage : 
For neither William's Pow'r, not Mary's Charms 
Could or repel, or pacifie bis Arms. 
Young Churchill fell as Life began to bloom: 
And Bradferd's trembling Age expects the Tomb. 
Wiſdom and Eloquence in vain would plead 
One Moment's Reſpite for the learned Head. 
Judges of. Writings and of Men have dy'd; 
Mocanas, Sachpille, Secrates, and Hyde, | 
And in their various Turns the Sons muſt tread 
The ancient Sage, who did ſo long maintain, 
That Bodies die, but Souls return agaia : 
With all the Births and Deaths he had in ſtore, 
Vent out Pyihagoras, and came no more. 
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And modern A- -i, whoſe capricious Thought 
Is yet with Store of wilder Notions fraught ; 
Too ſoon convinc d, hall yield that fleeting Breath, 
Which play d ſo idly with the Darts of Dearh. 

Some from the ſtranded Veſlel force their way; 

Fearful of Fate, they meet it in the Sea: 

Some who eſcape the Fury of the Wave, 

Sicken on Earth, and fink into a Grave. 

In Journeys, or at home; in War, or Peace; 

By Hardſhips Many, Many fall by Eaſe. 

Each changing Seaſon does irs Poiſon bring; 

Rheums chill the Winter; Agues blaff the Spring: 

Wer, Dry, Cold, Hot, at the appointed Hour, 

All a ſubſervient to the Tyrant's Pow'r; 

And when obedient Nature knows his Will, 

A Fly, a Grape-fone, or a Hai can kill. 

For reftleſs Proſerpine for ever treads 

In Paths unſeen, o'er our devoted Heads; 

And on the fpatious Land and liquid Main 

Spreads flow Diſeaſe, or dans afllitive Pain : 

Variety of Dearhs confirms her endleſs Reign 
On curſt Pieve's Banks the Goddeſs food: : 

Show d her dite Warrant to the ting Flood; 

When, whom 1 long muſt love, and long muſt 
mourn, | 

with fatal Speed was urging his Return; 

In his dear Country to diſperſe his Care; 

And arm himſelf by Reſt for future War: 


Te 
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To chide his anzious Friends officious Fears; 
And promiſe to their Joys his elder Years. 
Oh! deſtin d Head, and oh! ſevere Decree; 
Nor native Country thou, nor Friend malt ſee ; 
Nor War haſt thou to wage, nor Tear to come: 
Impending Death is thine, and inftant Doom. 
Hark! the impertdus Goddeſs is obey'd ; 
Winds murmur, Snows deſcend, and Waters ſpread: 
Oh! Kinſman, Friend,--- Oh! vain are all the Cries 
Of human Voice, ſtrong Deſtiny replies; 
Weep you on Earth; for he ſhall fleep below: 
Thence none return; and thither all muſt go. 
hoe er thou art, whom Choice or Buſineſs leads 
To this ſad River, or the neighbouring Meads ; 
If thou may'f happen on the dreary Shoars 
To find the Object which this Verſe deplores ; 
Cleanſe the pale Corps with a religious Hand, 
From the polluting Weed and common Sand: 
Lay the dead Hero graceful in a Grave, 
The only Honour he;can now receive ; 
And fragrant Mould upon his Body throw; 
And plant the Warrior Laurel o'er his Brow : 
Light lye the Earth; and flouriſh green 
| | 
30 may juſt Heav'n ſecure thy future Life 
From foreign Dangers, and domeſtic Srrife : 
And when th' Infernal Judges diſmal Power 
From the dark Urn mall throw thy deſtin d Hour; 
$ 
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When yielding to the Sentence, breathleſs Thou 

And pale ſhalt lye, as what thou burieſt now; 

May ſome kind Friend the piteous Object ſee ; 

And equal Kites perform to that which once was 
Thee. 


8 


A 
LzTTIEZA to Monſ; Boileas; 


82 ſervile Muſe muſt fing 
Succeſſive Conqueſts, and a glorious King: 
Muſt of a Man Immortal vaialy boaſt ; 
And bring him Lawrels whatſoc'er they coſt: 
What Turn wilt thou employ, what Colouss lay 
On the Event of that Superior Day; 
In which one Engliſh Subject s proſp'rous Hand, 
(80 eve did will, fo un did command ;) 
Broke the proud Column of thy Mafter's Praiſe, 
Which fixty Winters had conſpir'd to raiſe ? 
From the le Field « hundred Standards brought 
Muſt be the Work of Chance, and Fortunes Fault. 
Bavs- 
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Bavaris's Stars muſt be accus'd, which Gone 
Thar fatal Day the mighty Work was done, 5 
With Kays oblique upon the Gallic Sun. 
Some Dames envying France miſ-led the Fight, 
And Mars miſtook, tho Lewis order d right. 
When thy * young Muſe invok'd the tuncful 
To ſay how Lewis did not paſs the Fine; [Nine, 
What Work had we with Wageninghen, Arnheim, 
Places that could not be reduc*d to Khime? 
And tho the Poet made his laſt Efforts, 
Wr who could mention in Heroic Wwrt: ? 
Bur, tell me, haſt thou reaſon to complain 
Of the rough Triumphb- of the laſt Campaign? 
The Danube teſeu d, and the Empize ſav'd? 
Say, is the Majeſty of Verſe rerriev'd? 
And would it prejudice thy ſofter Vein, 
To fing the Princes Ln Or Emgene ? 
Is it too hard in happy Verſe to place 
The Vans and Vanders of the Rhine and M. 
Her Warriors Anne ſends from Tweed and Thames, 
That Frexce may fall by more harmonious Names. 
Canſt thou not Hemilten or Lan bear? 
would I=»gelzby or Pelmes offend thy Ear? 
And is there not 4 Sound in Aferibrs's Name, 
Which thou and all thy Brethren ought to claim, 
Sececd ts Verſe, and fore of endieſs Fame? 


* Fpilze 4. du Se. eig pee av Roy 
En vain, peur Te Lower, &c. 
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cuet is in Meeter ſomething hark to read; 
Place me the Valiant Gearam in his ftead : 
Let the Intention make the Number good; 
Let generous Sylvins ſpeak for honeſt Weed. 
And tho? rough Chwurchil ſcarce in Verſe will ſtand, 
So as to have one Khime at his Command; 
With Eaſe the Bard reciting Blenhein's Plain, 
May cloſe the Verſe, remembring but the Dane. 
I grant, old Friend, old Foe, (for ſuch we arc 
Alternate, as the Chance of Peace and War; ) 
That we Poetic Folks, who muſt reſtrain 
Out meaſur'd Sayings in an equal Chain; 
Have Troubles utterly unknown to thoſe, 
Who let their Fancy looſe in rambling Proſe. 
For Inftance now, how hard it is for me 
To make my Matter and my Verſe agree 
ts one great Day on Hochſter"s fatal Plain 
French and Bavarians twenty thow ſand ſian - 
Pass d thre the Daunbe to the Shoars of Styx 
Squadrons eighteen, Battallions twenty ſix - 
Officers Captive made and private Men, 
Of theſe rwelve hundred, of thoſe thonſand ten. 
Tents, Ammunition, Colowrs, Carriages, 
Cannons and Kettle-Drums—-- ſweet Numbers theſe. 
But is it thus you Engii/h Bards compoſe? 
With Nick Lays thus tag inſipid Proſe ? 
And when you mould your Heroes Deeds rehearſe, 
Give us a Commiſſary's Lift in Verſe? 


Why 
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Why faith, Depreaux, there's Senſe in my * = 

I told you where my Difficulty lay : [lay ; 

So vaſt, ſo numerous were great Blenheim's Spoils, 

They ſcorn the Bounds of Verſe, and mock the 

Muſes Toils. 

To make the rough Recital aptly chime, 

Or bring the Sum of Leni, Loſs to Khime, 

* Tis mighty hard: What Poet would eſſay 

To count the Streamers of my Lord Mayor's Day? 

To number all the ſeveral Diſhes dreft 

By honeſt Lamb, laſt Coronation Feaſt? 

Or make Arithmetic and Epic meet; 

And Newton's Thoughts in Dryden's Stile repeat ? 
O Poet, had it been Apelle s Will, 

That I had fhar'd a Portion of thy Skill; 

Had this poor Breaſt receiv'd the heav'nly Beam; 

Or could I hope my Verſe might reach my Theam ; 

Yet, Boileas, yet the Jab ting Muſe mould ſtrive, 

Beneath the Shades of Maribri s Wicaths to live: 

Should call aſpiring Gods to bleſs her Choice; 

And to their Fav'rite Strain exalt her Voice, 

Arms and a Queen to Sing ; who, Great and Gogd, 

From peaceful Thames to Danube s wond ting Flood 

Sent forth the Terror of her high Commands, 

To ſave the Nations from invading Hands ; 

To prop fair Liberty's declining Cauſe; 

And fix the jarring World with equal Laws. 
The Queen thould fir in Windſor's ſacred Grove, 

Attended by the Gods of War and Love: 
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Both ſhould with equal Zeal her Smiles implore, 
To fix her Joys, or to extend her Pow'r. 
Sudden, the Nymphs and Tricons ſhould appear; 
And, as great Au Smiles, diſpel their Fear 
With active Dance ſhould her Obſervance claim; 
With vocal Shell ſhould ſound her happy Name. 
Their Maſter Themes ſhould leave the neighb'fing 
Shoar, 
By his ſtrong Anchor known, and Silver Oar; 
Should lay his Enſigns at his Sov'raign's Feet; 
And Audience mild with humble Grace intreat. 
To her his dear Defence he ſhould complain, 
Thar whilſt he bleſſes her indulgent Reign; 
Whilſt furtheſt Seas are by his Fleets ſurvey d, 
And on his happy Banks each India laid; 
His Brerhren Maes, and Waal, and Rhine, and Saar 
Feel the hard Burthen of oppreſſive War: 
That Danwbe ſcarce retains his rightful Courſe, 
Againft two Nebel Armies neighb ting Force: 
And all muſt weep ſad Captives to the Sein, 
Unleſs unchain'd and freed by Britain s Queen. 
The valiant Sov*raign calls her Gen'ral forth , 
Neither recites her Bounty, nor his Worth. 
She tells him he muſt Exrope's Fate redeem 
And by that Labour merit her Eſteem: 
She bids him wait her to the Sacred Hall: 
Shows him Prince Edward, and the conquer d Gaul. 
Fixing the bloody Croſs upon his Breaft, 
Says he muſt Die, or ſuccout the Diſtreſs d 
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Haeing the Saint an Emblem by his Side, 

She tells him, Virtue arm'd muſt lawleſs 

The Hero bows obedient, and retires : (Pride. 
The Queen's Commands exalt the Warriot's Fires. 
His Steps are to the filent Woods inclin'd, 

The great Deſign revolving in his Mind : 
When to his Sight a heav'nly Form appears; 
Her Hand a Palm, her Head a Lawtel wears. 

Me, the begins, the faireſt Child of Fove, 
Below for ever ſought, and bleſs'd above; 

Me, the bright Source of Wealth, and Power, and 
(Nor need 1 ſay Videria is my Name ; (Fame; 
Me, the great Father down to Thee has ſent ; 
He bids me wait at thy diftingui'd Tent, 

To execute what Anne's Wiſh would have: 
Her Subject Thou, I only am her Slave. 

Dare then, thou much belov'd by ſmiling Fate: 
For Anne's Sake, and in her Name, be Great: 
Go forth, and be to diſtant Nations known, 
My future Fay'rite, and my dazling Son. 


Thy glotious Cauſe ; and ſpread my Wings a- 
Conſpicuous o'er thy Helm, in Blenheim”s Plain. 
The Goddeſs ſaid, nor would admit Reply; 
But cut the liquid Air, and gain'd the Sky. 
His high Commiſſion is thro Britain known; 
And thronging Armies to his Standard run. 
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Ke marches thoughtful, and he ſpeedy fails: 
(Bleſs him, ye Seas! and proſper him, ye Gales' } 
Belgia receives him welcome to her Shoars ; 
And Witiam's Death with leflen'd Grief deplores. 
His Preſence only muſt retrieve that Loſs: 
Marlibrs to her muſt be what William was. 
So when great Atlas, from theſe low Abodes 
Recall'd, was gathet'd to his Kindred Gods; 
Alcides reſpited by prudent Fate, 
Suſtain'd the Ball, nor droop'd beneath the Weight. 
Secret and ſwift behold the Chief advance ; 
Sees half the Empire join'd and Friend to France : 
The Exgliſh General dooms the Fight: His Sword 
Dreadful he draws: The Captains wait the Word: 
tune and St. George, the charging Hero cries : 
Shrill Eccho from the neighb'ring Wood replies, 
Anne and St. George: at that auſpicious Sign 
The Standards move; the adverſe Armies join. 
Of eight great Hours Time meaſures out the Sands ; 
And Europe s Fate in doubtful Balance ſtands : 
| The ninth Victoria comes- o'er Maribrõ's He 
Confeſs d the ſits: the hoſtile Troops recede :--- 
Triumphs the Goddeſs, from her Promiſe freed. 
The Eagle, by the Britiſb Lion's Might 
Unchain'd and free, directs her upward Flight: 
Nor did the e er with ftronger Pinions ſoar 
From Tyber's Banks, than now from Dangbe's Shoa 
Fir d with the Thoughts which theſe Idea's raiſe, 
And great Ambition of my Couatry's Praiſe ; 
H | The 
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The Brit iſʒ Muſe thould like the Mantuan riſe; 

Scornful of Earth and Clouds, ſhould reach the 
Skies ; 

With Wonder (tho* with Envy ſtill) purſu'd 
by human Eyes. 

But we muſt change the Stile: L juſt now I ſaid 

1 necr was Maſter of the tuneful Trade: 

Or the ſmall Genius which my Youth could boaft, 

In Proſe and Buſineſs lyes extin& and loſt ; 

Bleſs'd, if I may ſome younger Muſe excite ; 

Point out the Game, and animate the Flight : 

That from Aferſc:iles to Calais France may know, 

As we have Conqu rours, we have Poets too; 

And either Laurel does in Britain grow. 

That tho amongſt our ſelves, with too much Heat 

We ſometimes wrangle, when we thould debate; 

(A conſequential Ill which Freedom draws ; 

A bad Effect, but from a noble Cauſe : ) 

We can with univerſal Zeal advance, 

To curb the faithleſs Arrogance of France. 

Nor ever ſhall Bricamnia's Sons refuſe 

To anſwer to thy Maſter, or thy Muſe; 

Nor want juſt Subj ect for victorious Strains; 5 


5 


While Maribri's Arm eternal Laurel gains; 
And where old Spencer ſung, a new Eliſe reigns. 
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LOVE DISARM'D. 


TDEncath a Myrtle's verdant Shade 
As Chloe half aſleep was laid, 
Cupid perch'd lightly on her Breaſt z 
And in that Heav'n deſix'd to reft : 
Over her Paps his Wings he ſpread ; 
Berween he found a downy Bed ; 
And neftled in his little Head. 
Still lay the God: The Nymph ſurpriz d, 
Yet Miſtreſs of her ſelf, devis'd 
How the the Vagrant might inthrcal, 
And Captive him, who Captives all. 
Her Boddice half way ſhe unlac'd; 8 


ö 

; About his Arms ſhe lily caſt 

; The filken Band, and held him faſt. 
The God awak'd, and thrice in vain 

He firove to break the cruel Chain: 

And thrice in vain he ſhook his Wing, 

Incumber'd in the filken String: 

Flutt ting the God and weeping ſaid, 

Pity poor Cupid, generous Maid; , 

Who happen d, being blind, to ſtray, 

And on thy Boſom loft his Way: 

Who ſtray d, alas! but knew too well. 

He never there muſt hope to dwell: 

Set an unhappy Pris*ner free, 

Who acer intended Harm to thee, 
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To me pettains not, the replies, 
To know or care where Cupid fl ies; 
What are his Haunts, or which his Way; 
Where he would dwell, or whither ſtray: 
Yet will I never ſet thee free; 

For Harm was meant, and Harm to Me. 

Vain Fears that vex thy Virgin Heart! 
I'll give thee up my Bow and Dart: 
Untangle but this cruel Chain ; 

And freely let me fly again. 

Agreed: Secure my Virgin Heart; 
Inſtant give up thy Bow and Dart: 

The Chain Pll in return unt ie; 
And freely thou again fhalr fly. 

Thus She the Captive did deliver: 
The Captive thus gave up his Quiver. 

The God difarm'd, cer fince that Day 
Paſſes his Life in harmleſs Play: 

Flies round, or firs upon her Breaſt ; 
A little, flutt xing, idle Gueſt. 

E'cS tince that Day the beauteous Maid 
Governs the World in Cupid's ſtead: 
Directs his Arrow as She wills; 

Gives Grief, ox Fleaſure ; ſpares, or kills. 
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CUPID and GANYMEDE. 


N Heav'n, one Holy-day, you read 

In wiſe Anacreon, Ganymede 

Drew heedleſs C»i4 in to throw 

A Main, to paſs an Hour, or fo, 

The little Trojan, by the way, 

By Hermes taught, play d all the Play. 
The God unhappily engag' d, 

By Nature raſh, by Play entag' d, 

Complain'd, and ſigh d, and cry'd, and fretted : 

Loſt ev'ry earthly thing he betted: 

In ready Mony, all the Store 

Pick d up long ſince from Danae's Show er: 

A Snuſh-Box, ſet with bleeding Hearts, 

Rubies, all pierc'd with Diamond Darts : 

His Nine-pins, made of Myrtie Wood ; 

The Tree in Idas Foreſt ſtood: 

His Bowl pure Gold, the very ſame 

Which Paris gave the Cyprian Dame : 

Two Table-Books in Shagreen Covers, + 

Fill'd with good Verſe from real Lovers; 

Merchandiſe rare: A Billet-doux, 

Its Matter paſſionate, yet true : 

Heaps of Hair Rings, and cypher'd Seals: 

Rich Trifles ; ſerious Bagatelles, 
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What ſad Diſorders Play begets? 
Deſp tate and mad, at length he ſets 
Thoſe Darts, whoſe Points make Gods adore 
His Might, and deprecate his Pow'r: 
Thoſe Darts, whence all our Joy and Pain 
Atife ; theſe Darts come, Seven's the Main, 
Cries Ganymed: The ulual Trick: 
Seven, flur a Six ; Leven: A Nick. 

Ill News goes faſt: *Twas quickly kno wn, 
That ſimple Cupid was undone. 
Swifter than Lightning Vens: flew : 

Too late She found the thing too true. 
Gueſs how the Goddeſs greets her Son: 
Come hither, Sirrah ; no, begon ; 
And, hark ye, is it ſo indeed? 

A Comrade you for Ganymede ? 

An Imp as wicked for his Age, 

As any earthly Lady's Page; 

A Scandal and a Scourge to Troy : 

A Prince's Son? A Black-guard Boy: 
Draws in young Deities to Vice. 

All Heav'n is by the Ears together, 
Since firſt that little Rogue came hither : 
June her ſelf has had no Peace: 

And truly Ive been favour'd leſs : 

For Fove, as Fame reports, (but Fame 
Says things not fit for Me to name; ) 
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Has acted ill for ſuch a God, | 
And taken Ways extreamly odd. 

And thou unhappy Child, the ſaid, 
(Her Anger by her Grief allay'd) 
Unhappy Child, who thus haſt loſt 
All the Eftate we cer could boaſt ; 
Whither, O whither wilt thou run, 
Thy Name deſpis d, thy Weakneſs known? 
Nor ſhall thy Shrine on Earth be crown'd; 
Nor ſhall thy Pow'r in Heav'n be own'd; 
When thou, nor Man, nor God canſt wound. 4 

Obedient C»pid kneeling cry'd, 3 
Ceaſe, deareſt Mother, ceaſe to chide : ; 
Gany's a Cheat, and Fm a Bubble : 
Yet why this great Exceſs of Trouble ? 
The Dice were falſe; the Darts ate gone; 
Yer how are You or I undone? 
The Loſs of theſe I can ſupply 
With keener Darts from Chloe's Eye: 
Fear not We Cer can be diſgrac'd, 
While that bright Magazine ſhall laſt : 
Your crowded Altars ftill mall ſmake, 
And Man your Friendly Aid invoke : 
Fove ſhall again revere your Pow'r ; 
And tiſe a Swan; or fall a Show's. 
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FOR THE 


PLAN a Fou N TAI N, 
On which is the 
QUEEN's Effigies on a Triumphal 
Arch, the Dake of MAarxtBokoOUGH 
on Horſeback under the Arch, and 
the Chief Rivers of the World round 
the whole Work. 
active Streams, where-e et your Waters 
flow, | 
Let diſtant Climes and furtheſt Nations know, 
What ye from Thames and Danube have been taught; 
How Anne commanded, and how Afaribrs fought. 


Quacungue aterno properatis, Flumina, lapſu, 
Diviſis lats Terris, populiſque remotis 
Dicite, nam vobis Tamiſis narravit & Ifter, 
Anna quid Imperiis potwit, quid Marlburus Armi;. 
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Adies, to Night your Piry I implore 
For one who never troubled you before : 
An Oxford Man, extreamly read in Greek, 
Who from Euripides makes Phedra ſpeak ; 
And comes to Town, to let us Moderns know, 
How Women lov'd two thouſand Years ago. 
If that be all, ſaid I, een burn your Play; 
T gad, we know all that, as well as they: 
Show us the youthful, handſome Charioteer, 
Firm in his Seat, and running his Career ; 
Our Souls would kindle with as gen rous Flames, 
As c ex inſpizx'd the ancient Greczan Dames: 
Ev*ry iſmena would relign her Breaſt ; 
And ev'ry dear Hippolytn: be bleſt. 
But, as it is, fix flouncing Flanders Mares 
Are cen as good as any two of Theirs : 
And if Hippelytus can but contrive 
To buy the gilded Chariot, Fohn can dive, 
EH 5 Now 


154 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 


Now of the Buſtle you have ſeen to Day, 
And Phadra's Morals in this Scholar s Play, 
Something at leaſt in Juſtice ſhould be ſaid : 

But this Hippolyrns ſo fills ones Head 

Well! Phedra liv'd as chaſtly as the cou'd; 
For the was Father Fove's own Fleſh and Blood: 
Her aukward Love indeed was odly fated; 

She and hex Poly were too near related : 

And yet that Scruple had been laid aſide; 

If honeſt Theſews had but fairly dy d: 

But when he came, what necded he to know, 
But that all Matters ſtood in Statm que ? 
There was no hazm, you fee : or grant there were ; 
She might want Conduct; but he wanted Care. 
*Twas in a Husband little lefs than rude, 
Upon his Wife's Keticement ro intrude ---- 

He ſhould have ſent a Night or two before, 
That he would come exa@ at fuch an Hou: 
Then he had turm d all Tragedy to Feſt ; 

Found ey'ry thing contribute to his Reſt; 

The Picquet Friend diſmiſs'd, the Coaft all clear 

Bur if theſe gay Reflections come too late, 
To keep the guilty Phedrs from her Fate: 
if your more ſerious Judgment muſt condemn 
The dire Effects of her unhappy Flame: 
Yer, ye chaſte Mations, and ye tender Fair, 
Let Love and Innocence engage your Care: _ 
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My ſpotleſs Flames to your Protection take; 
And ſpare poor Phadrs for In s ſake. 


To Mr. HOW AR D.: 
4 ODE. 


I. 
Great Apelles, when young Ammon brought 
The darling Idol of his Captive Heart 3 
And pleas d the Miſtreſs to the Painter ſar, 
To have her Charms recorded by his Art: 
I. 
The am rous Maſter own'd her potent Eyes; 
Sigh'd when he look'd, and trembled as he drew : 
Each flowing Line confirm'd his firſt Surprize ; 
And as the Piece advanc'd, the Paſſion grew. 
ul. 
What different Tortures did his Boſom feel > 
Great was the Rival, and the God ſevere: 
Nor could he hide his Flame, nor durſt reveal. 
IV. | 
The Prince renown'd in Bounty as in Arms, 
Wich Pity ſaw the ill-conceal'd Diſtreſs : 
Quitted his Title to Campaſpe's Charms ; 
And gave the Faiz one to the Friend's Embrace. 
V. Thus 
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V. 
Thus the more beauteous chloe ſate to Thee, 
O Howard, emulous of the Grecian Art ; 
But happy Thou from Cup:4's Arrow free, 
And Flames that pierc'd thy Predecefior's Heart, 
VI. 

Had thy poor Breaſt receiv'd an equal Pain: 
Had I been veſted with the Monarch's Pow'r; 
Thou muſt have ſigh d, unhappy Youth, in vain; 

Nor from my Bounty hadſt thou found a Cure. 
VII. z 
Tho? to evince thee, that the Friend did feel 
A kind Concern for thy ill-fated Care; 
I would have ſooth d the Flame I could not heal; 
Giv*a Thee the World, tho Lwith-held the Fair. 


CHLOE Hunting. 


Ehind her Neck her comely Treſſes ty'd, 
Her Ivory Quiver graceful by her Side, 
A Hunting Chloe went: She loſt her way, 
And thro* the Woods uncertain chanc'd to ftray 
Apollo paſſing by beheld the Maid; 
And, Siſter Dear, bright Cynthia, turn, he ſaid: 
The hunted Hind lyes cloſe in yonder Brake. 
.. 
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And laughing cry'd, Learn berter, great Divine, 
To know thy Kindred, and to honour Mine. 
Rightly advis'd, far hence Thy Siſter ſeck, 

Or on Meander's Banks, or Late Peak : 

But in this Nymph, my Friend, my Siſter know : 
She draws my Arrows, and the bends my Bow: 
Fair Thames ſhe haunts, and ev'ry neighb ring Grove, 
Sacced to ſoft Receſs, and gentle Love. 

Go, with thy Cynrhia, hurl the pointed Spear 

At the rough Boar; or chace the flying Deer: 

I and my Chloe take a nobler Aim: 

At human HeartsWe fling ; nor ever miſs the Game. 


— 


CUPID Miſtaken. | 
$ aftex Noon one Summer's Day, ; 
Venus ſtood bathing in a River; 1 
Cupid a- ſhooting went that way, 4 
New ſtrung his Bow, new fill'd his Quivez, 


With Skill he choſe his ſharpeſt Dart; 
With all his Might his Bow he drew : 
Aim d at his beauteous Parent's Heart : 
. With certain Speed the Arrow flew. 


1 faint, 1 die, the Goddeſs cry d: 
O cruel, could'ſ thou find none other 
To wrack thy Spleen on? Particide ! 
Like Nero, thou haſt ſlain thy Mother, 
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Poor Cat ſabbing ſcarce could ſpeak : 
Indeed, Mamma, I did act hne ye: 
Alas! how cafie my Miſtake 
1 took you for your Likeneſs, ch 


VENUS Malen. 


HEN Chloe's Piture was to Vat ſhown; 
Suzpris'd the Goddeſs took it for her own. 
And what, faid the, does this bold Painter mean? 
When was I bathing thus, and naked ſcen? 


Pleas'd Cupid heard, and checht his Mother's Pride: 
And who's blind now, Mamma ? the Urchin cry d. 
Tis Chloe's Eye, and Check, and Lip, and Breaſt : 
Friend Howard's Genius fancy d all the reſt. 


THE 
NUT-BROWN MAI D. 


A POEM, 
Writ three bundred Tears fixce. 


PI 
On Woman do complayne; 
Aﬀyrmynge this, how that it is 

A Labour ſpent in vaine, 


To 
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To love them wele; for never a dele, 
They love a Man againe ; 

For lete a Man do what he can, 
Ther Favour to attayne ; 

Yet yf a new do them purſue, 
Ther furſt trew Lover than 

Laboureth for nought ; for from her Thought 
He is a baniſhyd Man. 


1 ſay not nay, but that all day 
It is bothe writ and ſayde, 
That Womans Fayth is as who ſaythe, 
All utterly decayed; 
But nevertheleſs righe good Witneſs 
P this caſe might be layde, 
That they love trewe, and contynew, 
Record the Nmt-brown Mayde ; 
Which from her Love, whan her to prove, 
* He came to make his mone, 
Wold nor depart; for in her Herte 
She lovyd but him alone. 


Than betwene us lettens diſcuſſe, 
What was all the maner 
Betwene them too; we wyll alſo 

Telle all the peyne and fere 
That the was in: Mow 1 begynne. 
So that ye me anſwere ; 
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Wherefore all ye, that preſent be, 
I pray ye give an Eare. | 
M A N. 
1 am the Kayght, I come by Nyght, 
As ſecret as I can 


I am abaniſhyd Man. 
WOMAN. 


1 pray you telle anone: 
1 love but you alone. 
M A Ne 

It Rondeth ſo, a dede is do; 
Wherefore moche harm ſhall grove: 
A ſhamefull Deth, I trove ; 

Or ellis to flee, the one mult be; 
None other way I knowe, 

But to withdiawe, as an Qptlaw, 
And take me to my bowe. 
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Wherefore adew, my owne Herte trewe, 


None other red I can; 

For I muſt to the grene Wode goe, 
Alone a baniſhyd Man. 

| OMAN. 

O Lord, what is this worldis blyſſe, 
That chaungeth as the Mone? 

My Somers day, in luſty May, 
Is derked before the None. 

I here you ſaye, farewell: nay, nay ; 
We departe not ſoo ſone: 

Why ſay ye ſo? wheder wyl ye goe? 
Alas what have ye done? 

Alle my welfate to ſorow and care 
Shulde chaunge, yf ye were gon; 

For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 

M A N. 

I can beleve, it ſhall you greeve, 
And ſhomwhat you diſtrayne ; 

But aftyrwarde, your paynes harde 
Within a day or tweyne 

Shal ſone a flake; and ye mul take 
Comfort to you agayne. 


Why mould ye nought? for to make thought, 


Your labur were in vayne. 
And thus 1 do, and pray you too, 
As hentely as I can; 
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For I muſte to the grene Wode goe, 


Alone a baniſhyd Man. 
Wo MAN. 
Now ſyth that ye have ſhewed to me 
The Secret of your mynde ; 


I mal be playne to you againe, 


Lyke as ye ſhall me fynde: 
Syth it is ſo, that ye wyll goe, 
I wol not leve behynde ; 
Shall never be ſayd, the Nwt-brown Ma) de 
Was to her Love unkynd. 
Make you redy, for ſo am 1; 
Allthough it were anone ; 
For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 
M A No 
Yet I you rede, to take good hede, 
What Men wyl think and ſey; 
Of yonge and olde it mall be tolde, 
That ye be gone away, 
Your wanton wylle for to fulfylle, 
In grene Wode you to play; 


And that ye myghe from your delyte 


Noo lenger make delay, 
Rather than ye ſhould thus for me, 
Be called an ylle Woman, 
Tet wold 1 to the grene Wode goe, 
Alone a baniſmyd Man. 


WO MA N, 


1 
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OMAN. 
Though it be ſonge of old and yonge, 
That 1 muld be to blame; 
Theirs be the charge, that ſpeke ſo large, 
In hurting of my Name: 
For I wyl prove, that feythful Love 
It is devoyd of Shame, 
In your Diſtreſs, and Heavyneſs, 
To parte wyth you the ſame: 
And ſure all thoo that do not fo, 
Trewe Lovers ar they none; 
For in my mynde, of al Mankyade, 
I love but you alone. 
| M A N. 
I counſel you, remember how 
It is noo Maydens lawe, 
Nothing to dought, but to renne out, 
To Wode, with an Outlawe; 
For ye muſt there, in your hand bere 
A bowe ready to drawe ; 
And as a Theef, thus muſt ye lyve, 
Ever in drede and awe: 
Where';y to you gret harme myght grow; 
Yet 1 d lever than 
That I had to the gicue Wode go, 
Alone a baniſtyd Man. 
Wo MAN, 
think yor uay, but as ye ſaye, 
It is noo Maydens lore; 
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But Love may make me for your ſake, 


As I have ſaid before, 
To come on fote, to hunte and ſhote, 
To get us Mete in Store : 


For ſo that I your Company 
May have, I ask noo more; 


From whiche to parte, it makith myn Herte 


As colde as any Ston; | 
For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 
M .A N. 
For an Outlawe, this is the lawe, 
That Men hym take and binde, 
Wythour pytee hanged to bee, 
And waver with the Wynde. 
Tf 1 had neede, as God forbede, 
What rceſons coude ye find? 
For ſothe I trowe, ye and your bowe 
Shuld draw for fere behynde: 
And noo Merveyle ; for lytel avayle 
Were in your council than : 
Wherefore I to the Wode wyl goe, 
Alone a baniſhyd Maa. 
WO MAN. 
Full well know ye, that Wymen be 
But febyl for to fyght; 
Noo Womanhed is. it in deede, 
To bee bolde as a Kayght: 


Yet 


Ye 
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Yet in ſuch fere, yf that ye were, 
With Enemys day and nyght ; 
1 wolde withſtonde, wyth bowe in hande, 
To greve them as I myght ; 
And you to fave, as Wymen have 
From deth many one; 
For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 
AVN. 
Yet take good hede; for ever I drede, 
That ye coude not ſuſtein 
The thorney wayes, the deep valeis, 
The ſnowe, the froft, the reyn, 
The cold; the hete ; for drye or were, 
We muſt lodge on the playn ; 
And us above, noon other Rofe, 
But a brake, baſh or twayne; 
Whiche ſone ſhulde greve you, I beleve, 
And ye wolde gladly than, 
That I had to the grene Wode goe, 
Alone a baniſhyd Man. 
Wo MAN. 
55th 1 have here ben partynere 
With you of Joy and Blyſle ; P 
1 muſt alſo parte of your woo 
Endute, as reaſon is; 
Yet am I ſure of one pleſure; 
And ſhortly it is this; 
let That 
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That where ye bee, mee ſeemeth, par dy, 
1 could not fare amyſs. 
Without more Speche, 1 you beſeche, 
That we were ſoon agone ; 
For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
1 love but you alone. 
* AN. 
ref ye goo thedyr, ye muſt conſider, 
Whan ye have luſt to dyne, 
Ther ſhall no mete be for to gete, 
Nor drink, bere, ale, ne win; 
Ne fhetis ele ne, to lye betwene, 
Made of thred and twyne; 
To kever your head and myn. 
o myn Herte ſwete this ylle dyet 
Shuld make you pale and wan; 
Wherefore 1 to the Wode wyl goc, 
Alone a baniſhyed Man. 
WOMAN. 
Amonge the wylde Dere, ſuch an Archier, 
As men ſay that ye bee, 
We may not fayle of good Vitayle, 
Where is ſo grete plente; 
And watir cleere of the ryvere 
Shall be full ſwete to me, 
With whiche in hele, 1 ſhal right wele 
Endure, as ye mal ſee; 
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And er we goe, a bed or two 
I can provide anone; 
For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
1 love but you alone. 
AN. 
Lo yet before, ye muſt do more, 
Yf ye wyl go with me; 
As cutte your here up by your cre, 
Your kurtel by the knee; 
Wyth bowe in hande for to vythſtande 
Your Enemys yf nede bee; 
And this ſame nyght, before day light, 
To Wode ward wyl I flee. 
And yf ye wille al this fulfylle, 
Do it ſhortly as ye can; 
E!lis will I ro the grene Wode goe, 
Alone a baniſhyd Man. 
WOMAN. 
1 mal as now, do more for you, 
Than longeth to Womanhed, 
To ſhort my here, a bow to bere, 
To ſhote in tyme of nede. 
O my ſweet Moder, before all other 
For you have I moſt drede; 
zut now adiew, I muſt enſue, 
Where Fortune duth me leede. 
All this make ye, and lete us flee, 
The day run faſt upon; 
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For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 

I love but you alone. 
AVN. 

Nay, nay, not ſo; ye ſhal not go; 
And 1 mal telle you why: 

Your appetyte is to be light, 

Oft Love I wele eſpie, 

For right as ye have ſayde to me, 
In lykewyiſe hardely 

Ye wolde anſwere, who ſo ever it were, 


In way of company. 


It is ſayd of old; ſont hote, — colde 3 


And fo is a Woman: 

Wherefore I ro the Wode wyl go, 
Alone a baniſhyd Man. 

OMAN. 

ret ye take hede, yet is noo nede, 
Such wordis to ſay bee me; 

For oſte ye preyd, and longe aſſayed, 
Er 1 you lovid, par dy: 

And though that I, of Aunceſtry, 
A Baron's Daughter bee; 

Yer have you proved, how 1 you loved, 
A Squyer of low degree; 

And ever mal, what fo befalle, 
To dey therefore anone ; 

For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 


M.A N. 
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A Baron's Childe to be begyled, 
It were a curſed dede; 
To be felawe with an Outlawe, 
Almighty God forbede: 
Yet bertyr were, the power Squyer 
Alone to foreſt yede ; a 
Than ye ſhal ſaye another day, 
That by that wycked dede 
Ye were betrayed: wherefore, good Maide, 
The beſt red that I can, 
Is that 1 to the grene Wode go, 
Alone a baniſhyd Man. 
WOMAN. 
What ſoever befalle, I never ſhal 
Of this thing you outbraid ; 4 
Bur yf ye go, and leave me fo, 
Then have ye me betraid. 
Remember ye wele, how that ye dele; 
For yf ye, as ye ſayde, 
Be ſo unkynde, to leve behynde 
Your Love, the Nut-brown Maide ; 
Truſt me truely, that I mall dey, 
Soon afrer ye be gone; 
For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 
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170 Poems on ſeveral Occafions. 


M AN. 
Yef that ye went, ye fhulde repent ; 
For in the Forreſt now 
I have purveid me of a Maide, . 
Whom I love more than you: 
Another fayrer, than e er ye were; 
I dare it well avowe : 
And of you bothe, eche ſhulde be v rot he 
Wyth other, as I trowe. 
It were myn eaſe, to lyve in peaſe, 
So wyl 1, yf I can; 
Wherefore 1 to the Wode wyl go, 
Alone a baniſhyd Man. 
Wo MAN. 
Ye had a Paramous; 
All this may nought remove my thought, 
| But that I will be your ; 
And ſt< ſhall fynde me ſoft and kynde, \ 
And curte:s every hour, | 
Glad to fulfylle all that the wylle 
- Commaunde me to my power: 
Fot had ye loo an hundred moo, 
Yet wolde I be that one; 
Fot in my mynde, of all Mankyude, Fe 
1 love but you alone. 


M A N, 
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M AN. 

My nowne dere Love, I ſee the prove, 

Of Mayde and Wyf, in al my lyf, 
The beſt that ever I knew ; 

Be merey and glad, be no more ſad, 
The caſe is chaunged neue; 

For it were ruthe, that for your Trouth, 
You muld have cauſe to rewe ; 

Be not diſmayed, whatſoever I ſayd, 
To you whan I began, 

I wyl not to the greene Wode go; 
I am no baniſhyd Man. 

Wo MAN. 

Thcis tidings be more glad to me, 
Than to be made a Quene ; 

If I were ſwe, they ſhould endure; 
But it is often ſeen, 

When Men wyl breke promyſe, they ſpeke 
The wordis on the ſplene; 

Te ſhape ſome wyle, me to begyle 
And ſtele fro me 1 wene; 

Then were the caſe wurs than it was, 
And 1 more woo begone; 


For in my mynde, of al Mankynde, 
love but you alone. 
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M AN. 
Te mal not nede, further to drede, 
f I will not diſparage 
| Tou: God defende, ſyth you deſcende, 
. Of ſo great a Lynage: 
Now underſtande, to Weſtmerlande, 
Whiche is my herytage, 
I wyl you bringe; and wyth a rynge, 
By way of Maryage 


As ſhortly as I can: 
Thus have ye wone au Erles Son, 
And not a baniſhyd Man. 


— l___w_w_ 


HENRY and E M NA. 


A POE M. 
Upon the Model of 
The Nurt-BrowNn Main. 


T CHLOE. 


(mand, 

OU, to whoſe Eyes I bend, at whoſe Com- 

(Tho' low my Voice, tho artleſs be my Hand) 
I take the ſprightly Reed, and ſing, and play; 
Carelefs of what the cens'ting World may ſay; 
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Bright Chloe, Object of my conſtant Vow ; 

Wilt thou awhile unbend thy ſerious Brow ? 

Wilt thou with Pleaſure hear thy Lover's Strains; 

And with one Heay*nly Smile o'erpay his Pains ? 

No longer mall the Nut-brown Maid be old; 

Tho'fince hes Louth three hundredYears have roll'd: 

At thy Deſire ſhe ſhall again be rais d; 

And her reviving Charras in laſting Vecſe be prais'd. 
No longer Man of Woman mall complain, 

That He may love, and not be lov'd again; 

That We ia vain the fickle Sex purſue, 

Who change the Conſtant Lover for the New: 

Whatever has been writ, whatever ſaid, 

Of Female Paſſion feign'd, or Faith decay d, 

Henceforth ſhall in my Verſe refuted ftand ; 

Be ſaid to Winds, or writ upon the Sand: 

And while my Notes to future Times proclaim 

Unconquer'd Love, and ever during Flame ; 

O faireſt of thy Sex! be thou my Muſe ; 

Deign on my Work thy Influence to diffuſe : 

Let me partake the Bleſſings 1 rehearſe ; 

And grant me Love, the juſt Reward of Verſe. 
As Beauty's Potent Queen, with ev'ry Grace 
That once was Emma's, has adorn'd thy Face; 

And as her Son has to my Boſom dealt 
That conſtant Flame, with faithful Henry felt ; 
O let the Story with thy Life agree : 
Let Men once more the bright Example fee: 
What Emma was to Him, be thou ro Me. 
L 3 Not 
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Nor ſend me by thy Frown from her 1 love, 
Diſtant and fad a baniſh'd Man to rove : 

But oh! with Pity long intreated crown 
MyPains and Hopes; and when thou ſay'ſt thatOne 
Of all Mankind thou lov'ſt, Oh'think onMe alone 


Here beauteous I/ and her Husband Time 
With mingled Waves for ever flow theSame, 
In Time of Tore an ancient Baron liv'd, 
Great Gifts beſtow'd, and great Reſpe& receiv'd- 
When dreadful Edward with ſucceſsful Care 
Led his free Britons to the Gallic War; 
This Lord had headed his appointed Bands, 
In firm Allegiance to his King's Commands ; 
And, all due Honours faithfully diſcharg'd, 
Had brought back lis Paternal Coat, inlarg'd 
With a new Mark, the Witneſs of his Toil; 
From the lord Camp tetir'd, and noiſy Court, 
In Honours} le Eaſe and Rural Sport 
The Remnant of his Days he fofily paſt ; 
Nor und they lagg d too flow, nor flew too faft : 
Ee made his Wiſh with his Eſtate comply; 
to live, yet not afraid to dye. 
One Child he had, a Daughter chaſt and faic; 
His Age s Comfort, and his Foxtune's Heit: 
They call'd her Emma; fox the beauteous Dame, 
2923494 99% 


E 
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The Name th indulgent Father doubly lov'd ; 
For in the Child the Mother's Charms improv d. 
Yer, as when little round his Knees the plaid, 
He call'd her oft in Sport his Nut-brown Maid : 
The Friends and Tenants took the fondling Word; 
(As ftill they pleaſe, who imitate their Lord) 
Uſage confirm'd what Fancy had begun: 
The mutual Terms around the Lands were known; 
And Emma, and rhe Nut-brown Maid were == 

As with her Stature ſtill her Charms encreas'd; 
Thro? all the Iſle her Beauty was conſeſs'd: 
Oh! what Perfeftions muſt that Virgin ſhare, 
Who Faireſt is eſteem d, where all ate Fair: 
From diſtant +hires repair the noble Youth ; 
And find, Report for once had leflen'd Truth: 
By Wonder firſt, and then by Paſſion moy'd, 
They came, they ſaw, they marvel d, and they lov d. 
By publick Praiſes, and by ſectet Sighs 
Each own'd the general Pow'r of Enma's Eyes: 
In Tilt and Turnaments the Valiant ſtrove, 
In glorious Deed to purchaſe Emma's Love: 
By gentle Veiſe the Witty told their Flame; 
And grac' their choiceft Songs with Emma's Name: 
In vain they combated, in vain they writ ; 
Uſeleſs their Strength, and impotent their Wit: 
Great Venus only muſt direct the Part; 
Which elſe will never reach the Fair one's Heart, 
Spight of th Attempt of Force, and ſyſt Ef, 

of Art. | 
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Great Venus muſt prefer the happy One: 5 


In Henry's Cauſe her Favour muſt be fhown : 
And Emma of Mankind muſt love but him alone · 

While theſe in Publick to the Caſtle came; 
And by their Grandeur juſtify d their Fame; 
More fecret Ways the careful Henry takes; 

His Squires, his Arms, and Equipage forſakes : 
In borrow'd Name and falſe Attite artay d, 
Oft he finds Means to ſee the beauteous Maid. 

When Emma hunts, in Huntſman's Habit dreſt 
Henry on Foot purſues the bounding Beaſt : 

In his right Hand his beachen Pole he beats; 
And graceful at his Side his Horn he wears: 
Still to the Glade, where She has bent her Way, 
With knowing Skill he drives the future Prey ; 
Bids her decline the Hill, and fhun the Brake; 
And ſhows the Path her Steed may ſafeſt take: | 
Directs her Spear to fix the glorious Wound; 
Pleas'din hisToils to have her Triumph crown d: 5 
And blows her Praiſes in no common Sound. 

A Falk ner Henry is, when Emme hawks; 
With hes of Tatſels, and of Leurs he talks: 
Upon his Wriſt the tow'ring Merling ſtands ; 
Practis d to riſe, and ſtoop, at her Commands: 
And when Superior now the Bird has flown ; 
And headlong brought the tumbling Quarry down; 
With humble Kevexence he accoſts the Fair; 
And with the honoar'd Feather decks her Hair: U 
. Yet 
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Yet ftill as from the ſportive Field She goes, 
His down-caſt Eye reveals his inward Woes; 
And by his Look and Sorrow is expreſt 

A nobler Game purſu d, than Bird or Beaft. 

A Shepherd now along the Plain he roves; 
And with his jolly Pipe delights the Groves: 
The neighb'ring Swains around the Stranger throng? 
Or to admire, or emulate his Song : 

While with ſoft Sorrow he renews his Lays; 
Nor heedful of theis Envy, nor their Praiſe : 
But ſoon as Emma's Eyes adorn the Plain, 
His Notes he raiſes to a nobler Strain ; 

Wick dutiful Reſpect and ftudious Fear, 
Leſt any cateleſs Sound offend her Ear. 

A frantick Gipſey now the Houſe he haunts ; 
And in wild Phraſes ſpeaks diſſembled Wants: 
With the fond Maids in Palmiſtry he deals: 
They tell the Secret firſt, which he reveals; 
Says who ſhall wed, and who ſhall be beguil'd ; 
What Groom ſhall get, and Squire maintain the 

Child : 

But when bright Emma wou'd her Fortune know ; 

A ſofter Look unbends his op'ning Brow : 

With trembling Awe he gazes on her Eye; 

And in ſoft Accents forms the kind Reply : 

That the hall prove as Fortunate as Fair; 

And Hymns choiceſt Gifts are all reſety d for Her. 

Vamark'd by all, but Beauteous Emma's Eyes: 
15 Oft 
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Oft had found Means alone to ſee the Dame, 
And at her Feet to breath his am'rous Flame : 
And oft the Pangs of Abſence to remove 
1 op one 
Till Time and lachten (the mighty Two, 
That bring our Wiſhes neazer to our view) 
Made him perceive, that the inclining Fair 
Receiv'd his Vows with no reluftant Ear; 
That Venns had confirm'd her equal Reign; 
And dealt to Emme's Heart a ſhaze of Henry's Pain. 
While Cupid ſmib a by kind Occafion bleſs'd ; 
And, with the Secret kept, the Love increas'd ; 
The am'rous Youth frequents the fileat Groves; 
And much he meditates; for much he loves. 
Ke loves: tis true; and is belov'd again: 
Great are his Joys; but will they long remain? 
Emma with Smiles receives his preſent Flame; 
But ſmiling, will the ever be the ſame? 
Beautiful Looks aze rul'd by fickle Minds; 
And ſummer Seas ate turn d by ſudden Winds. 
Another Love may gain her eaſie Youth : 
Time changes Thought; andFlatr*ry conquers Truth. 
O impotent Eſtate of human Life, 
Where Hope and Fear maintain eternal Strife : 
Where fleeting Joy does laſting Doubt inſpire ; 
And moſt we Queſtion, what we moſt Deſi re. 
Amongf thy various Gifts, great Heav'n, beſtow 
our Cup of Love unmiz d; forbear to throw 
Bittex 
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Bitter Ingredients in; nor pall the Draught a 


. 

With nauſeous Grief ; for our ill - judging Thought » 
Hardly e the pleaſurable Taſte ; 
Or deems it not fincere; or fears it cannot laſt. ! 
With Wiſhes rais'd, with Jealouſies oppreſt, I 
(Alternate Tyrants of the Human Breaſt) | 
By one great Trial He reſolves to prove 
The Faith of Woman, and the Force of Love. 
If ſcanning Emma's Virtues, He may find | 


That beauteous Frame incloſe a ſteady Mind; 

He'll fix his Hope, of future Joy ſecure; 

And live a Slave to Hymen's happy Pow'r. 

Bur if the Fair one, as he fears, is frail, 

If pois d aright in Reaſon's equal Scale, 

Light fly her Merits, and her Faults prevail; 

His Mind he vows to fre: from am'ro”s Cate; 

The latent Miſchief from his Heart to tent; < 

Reſume his Azure Arms, and tine again in var 0 
South of the Caftle, in a vercant Glade 

A ſpreading Beach extends her fricnaly Shade: 

Here oft the Nywph his breathing Vows had heard; 

Here oft her Silence had her Heart declar'd. 

As ative Spring awak'd her Iafant Buds, 

And genial Life inform'd the verdant Woods; 

Henry ia Knots involving Emma's Name, 

Had half expreſe d, and half concez!'d his Flame 

Upon this Tree; and as the tender Mark 

Grew with the Year, and wideu'd with the Bark; 
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Venus had heard the Virgin's ſoft Addreſs, 
That as the Wound, the Paffion might enereaſe. 
As potent Nature ſhed her kindly "rs, 
And deck'd the various Mead with Flow rs; 
Upon this Tree, the Nymph's obliging Care 
Had left a frequent Wreath for Henry's Hair : 
Which as with gay Delight the Lover found ; 
Pleas'd with his Conqueſt, with her Preſent crown'd, 
Glorious thro” all the Plains he oft had gone; 
And to each Sin the Mytick Honour own 0 
The Gift till prais d, the Giver ftill unknown. 
His ſecret Note the troubled Henry writes; 
To the known Tree the Lovely Maid invites: 
Imperfe& Words and dubious Turns expreſs, 
That unforeſeen Miſchance diſturb'd his Peace ; 
That he muſt ſomething to her Ear commend, 
On which her Conduct, and his Life depend. 
Soon as the Fair one had the Note recciv'd ; 
The remnant of the Day alone the griev'd: 
For diff rent this from ev'ry former Note, 
Which Venn diſtated, and Henry wrote ; 
On the dear Boſom of his Nar-brown Maid : 


Which always bleſs'd hex Eyes, and own'd her Pow's ; 


And bid her oft Adieu, yet added more. 
Now Night advanc'd : theHouſe in Sleep was laid, 
The Muſe expezicnc'd, and the prying Maid; 


And 
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The Lovers Steps, the ancient Maiden Aunt. 
To her dear Henry Emms wings her way, 
With quicken d Pace repairing forc'd Delay. ; 
For Love, fantaſtic Pow'r, that is afraid | 
To ftir abroad till Watchfulneſs be laid; 
Undaunted then, o'er Cliffs and Valleys ſtrays: | 
And leads his Vot ries ſafe thro* pathleſs Ways, 
Not Argus with his hundred Eyes ſhall find, | 
Where Cupid goes, tho“ he poor Guide is blind. 

The Maiden firſt arriving ſent her Eye i 
To ask, if yet its Chief Delight were nigh : 1 
With Fear and with Deſire, with Joy and Pain, 
She ſees, and runs to meet him on the Plain. 
But oh! his Steps proclaim no Lover's haſte ; 
On the low Ground his fix'd Regards are caſt ; 
His artful Boſom heaves diſſembled Sighs ; 

And Tears ſuborn d fall copious from his Eyes, 

With Eaſe, alas! we Credit what we Love: 
In the afflicted Fair: Adown her Cheek 
Trickling the genuine Tears their Current break. 
Attentive ſtood the mournful Nymph ; the Man 
Broke Silence furt: rhe Tale alternate ran. 


err 
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HENRI. 

Incere O teil me, haſt thou felt a Pain, 
Emma, beyond what Woman knows to feign ? 
Has thy uncertain Boſom ever ftrove 

With the firſt Tumulrs of a real Love:? 

Haſt thou now dreaded, and now bleſt his Sway; 
By turns averſe, and joyful ro obey? 

Thy Virgin Softnefs haſt thou Cer bewail'd ; 

As Reaſon yielded, and as Love prevail'd? 

And wept the potent God's refiftteſs Dart, : 


His killing Pleafure, his ecftatick Smart, 

And heav'nly Poifon thrilling thro* thy Heart) 

If ſo, with Pity view my wretched State; 

At leaſt deplore, and then forget my Pate: 

To ſome more happy Knight reſerve thy Charms, 

By Fortuhe favout d, and fucceſsful Arms: 

And only, as the Sun's revolving Kay 

Brings back each Year this melancholy Day ; 

Permit one Sigh, and fer apart one Tear, 

To an abandon d Exile's endleſs Care. 

For me, alas! Our-caft of human Race, 

Love's Anger only waits, and dice Difgrace : 

Fort lo! theſe Hands in Murther are imbru'd ; 

Theſe trembling Feer by Juſtice are purſu d: 

Fate calls aloud, and haſtens me away ; 

A ſhameful Death attends my longer Stay; 

And 1 this Night muſt fly from Thee and Love, 

Condemn'd in lonely Woods a baniſ d Man to 
rove, EMMA. 
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E M M A. 

What is our Bliſs, that changeth with the Moon ? 
And Day of Life, that darkens c'er tis Noon? 
What is true Paſſion, if unbleſt it dies? 

And where is Emma's Joy, if Henry flies? 

If Love, alas! be Pain; the Pain I bear, 

No Thought can figure, and no Tongue declare. 
Ne'er faithful Woman felt, nor falſe one feign'd 
TheFlames,which long have in my Boſom reign'd : 
The God of Love himſelf inhabits there, Care: 
With all his Rage, and Dread, and Grief, and 
His Complement of Stores, and total War. 

Oh ceaſe then coldly to ſuſpect my Love; 
And let my Deed at leaſt my Faish approve. 
Alas! no Youth ſhall my Endearments mare; 
Nor Day, not Night ſhail interrupt my Care: 
No future Story ſhall with Truth upbraid 
The cold Indiff rence of the un- bret Maid : 
Nor to hard Banihment mall Henry run; 

While carcleſs Emma fleeps on Beds of Down. 

Behold me fix d, where- e er thou lead'ſt, to go; 

Friend to thy Pain, and Partner of thy Woe: 

For 1 atteſt fair Venus, and her Son, 

That I of all Mankind will love but Thee alone. 
HENRY. 

Let Prudence yet obſtruct thy vent'rous Way; 
And take good heed, what Men will think and fay : 
That beauteous Emma vagrant Cowes took; 
Her Father's Houſe and civil Life foxtuok ; 
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That full of youthful Blood, and fond of Man, 

She to the Woodland with an Exile ran. 

Reflect, that leſſen d Fame is ne'er regain'd ; 

And Virgin Honour once, is always ſtain d: 

Timely advis'd, the coming Evil un; 

Better not do the Deed, than weep it done. 

No Penance can abſolve our guilty Fame; 

Nor Tears, that waſh out Sin, can waſh out Shame. 

Then fly the ſad Effects of deſy tate Love; 

And leave a baniſh'd Man thro” lonely Woods to 

E M M A. [xoVe. 

Let Emma's hapleſs Caſe be falſly told 

By the raſh Young, or the ill-natur'd Old: 

Let ev*ry Tongue its various Cenſure chuſe ; 

Abſolve with Coldneſa, or with Spight accuſe. 

Fair Truth at laſt her radiant Beams will raiſe ; 

And Malice vanquiſht heightens Virtue*s Praiſe. 

Let then thy Favour but indulge my Flight ; 

O let my Preſence make thy Travels light ; 

And potent Jenn ſhall exalt my Name 

Above the Rumours of cenſorious Fame: 

Nor from that buſie Demon's reſtleſs Pow's 

Will ever Emma other Grace implore, 

Than that this Truth ſhould to the World de known 
That I of all Mankind have lov'd but Thee alone. 
HENRY. 

But canſt thou Wield the Sword, and bend the Bow: 
With active Foxce repel the ſturdy Foe 2 


When 


r 
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When the lond Tumult ſpeaks the Battel nigh ; 
And winged Deaths in whiſtling Arrows fly; 
Wilt thou, tho wounded, yet undaunted ſtay? 
Perform thy Part, and ſhare the dangerous Day? 
Then, as thy Strength decays, thy Heart will fail: 
Thy Limbs all trembling, and thy Cheeks all pale, 
With fruitleſs Sorrow Thou, inglorious Maid, 
Wilt weep thy Safety by thy Love berray'd : 
Then to thy Friend, by Foes o'er-charg'd, deny 
Thy little uſeleſs Aid, and Coward fly: 
Then wilt thou curſe the Chance that made thee love 
A baniſh'd Man, condemn'd in lonely Woods to 
E MM A.  _ Love, 
With fatal Certainty Thaleftris knew, 
To ſend the Arrow from the twanging Yew : 
And great in Arms, and foremoſt in the War, 
Bonduca brandiſh'd high the Britiſh Spear. 
Could Thirſt of Vengeance, and Deſire of Fame 
Excite the Female Breaſt with Martial Flame? 
And mall not Love's divines Pow'r inſpire 
More hardy Virtue, and more generous Fire? 
Near thee, miſtruſt not, conſtant Vl abide ; 
And fall, or vanquiſh fighting by thy fide. 
Tho* my Inferior Strength may not allow, 
That I ſhould bear, or draw the Warrior Bow; 
With ready Hand 1 will the Shaft ſupply ; 
And joy to ſee thy Victor Arrow fly: 


Touch'd 


* 
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Touch'd in the Battel by the Hoftile Reed, , 
Should*f thou (but Heav'n avert it) Anal ien 
To ſtop the Wounds my fineſt Lawn I'd teat; 

Waſh them with Tears, and wipe them with my Hair: 
Bleſt, when my Dangers and my Toils have ſhown, 
That I of all Mankind could love but Thee alone. 

HEN NT. 

But canſt thou, tender Maid, can't thou ſuſtain 
AMictive Want, or Hunger's preſſing Pain? 
Thoſe Limbs, in Lawn and ſofteſt Silk array'd, 
From Sum beams guarded, and of Winds afraid, 
Will they bear angry Fove ? Will they reſiſt 
The parching Dog-Star, and the bleak Nonh-Eaft? 
When chill'd by adverſe Snows, and beating Kain, 
We trend with weary Steps the longſome Plain; 
When with hard Toil we ſeek our Evening Food, 
Berries and Acorns, from the neighb ring Wood ; 
And find amongft the Cliffs no other Houſe, 
Bur the thin Covert of ſome gather'd Boughs; 

ilt thou not then reluctant ſend thine Eye 
(Tho? then, alas! that Trial be too late) 6 


To find thy Father's Hoſpitable Gate, 

And Seats, where Eaſe and Plenty brooding fate? 

Thofe Seats, whence long excluded thou mutt 

That Gate, forever barr'd to thy Return: Ion 

Wilt thou not then bewail il!-fated Love? frove? 

And hate a baniſh'd Man, condemn d in Woods to 
E M M A. 
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EMMA. 

Thy Riſe of Fortune did 1 only wed, 
From its Decline determin'd to zecede? 
Did I but purpoſe to embark with Thee, 
On the ſmooth Surface of a Summer's Sea, 
While gentle Zephyr: play in proſp'rous Gales, 
And Fortune's Favour fills the ſwelling Sails; 
But would forſake the Ship, and make the Shoar, 
When the Winds whiſtle, and the Tempeſts roar? 
No, Henry, no: One Sacred Oath has ty'd 
Our Loves; One Deſtiny our Life ſhall guide; 
Nor Wild, not Deep out common Way divide. 

When from the Cave thou riſeſt with the Day, 
To beat the Woods, and rouſe the bounding Prey 3 
The Cave with Moſs and Branches I'll adorn: 
And chearful fit, and wait my Lord's Retunn. 
And when thou frequent bring ſt the ſmitten Deer 3 
(For ſeldom, Archers ſay, thy Arrows err) 
Pll ferch quick Fewel from the neighb'ring Wood ; 
And ftrike the ſparkling Flint, and dreſs the Food: 
With humble Duty and officious Haſte, 
Pl cull the furtheſt Mead for thy Repaſt: 
The choiceſt Herbs 1 to thy Board will bring; 
And draw thy Water from the freſheſt Spring. 
And when at Night with weary Toil oppreft, 
Soft Slumbers thou enjoy ſt, and wholeſome Reft ; 
Waechful 1'11 guard thee; and with Midnight Pray'r 
— 
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And joyous ask at Morn's returning Ray, 

My Thought mall fix, my lateſt wid depend 

On thee, Guide, Guardian, Kinſman, Father, Friend; 

By all theſe ſacred Names be Henry known 

To Emma's Heart; and grateful let him own, 

That the of all Mankind could love but him a- 

HEN AT. Lone. 

Vainly thou tell'ſt me what the Woman's Care 

Shall in the Wildneſs of the Wood prepare: 

Thou, e er thou goeſt, unhappy' of thy Kind, 

Muſt leave the Habit, and the Sex behind. 

No longer. mall thy comely Treſſes break 

In flowing Kinglets on thy Snowy Neck ; 

In graceful Rreeds with various Ribbon bound: 

No longer mall the Boddice aptly lac d 

From thy full Boſom to thy flender Waſte, 

That Air and Hazmony of Shape expreſs, 

Fine by Degrees, and beautifully leſs : 

Nor fthall thy lower Garments artful pleat 

From thy fair Side dependent to thy Feet, 

Arm theis chaſte Beauties with a modeſt Pride, 

And double ev'ry Charm they ſeck to hide. 

Th' Ambroſial Plenty of thy ſhining Hair 

Cropt off and loſt, ſcarce lower than thy Ear 

Shall tand,uncouth ; a Horſe-man's Coat ſhall hide 

Thy taper Shape, and Comelineſs of Side: 


The 
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The mort Trunk-Houſe ſhall ew thy Foot and 
Licentious, and to common Eye- ſight free; [Knee 
And with a bolder Stride, and looſer Air, 
Mingled with Men, a Man thou muſt appear. 
Miſtaken Maid, malt thou in Foreſts find: 
"Tis long fince Cynthia and het Train were there; 
Or Guardian Gods made Innocence their Care. 
Vagrants and Out-laws ſhall offend thy View; 
(For ſuch muſt be my Friends) a hideous Crew, 
By adverſe Fortune mix d in Social III; 
Train'd to aſſauk, and diſciplin'd to kill. 
Their common Loves, a lewd abandon'd Pack, 
The Beadle's Laſh ftill flagrant on their Back; 
By Sloth corrupted, by Diſorder fed; 
Made bold by Waat, aad proftitute for Bread. 
With ſuch muſt Emma hunt the tedious Day; 
Aſſiſt their Violence, and divide their Prey; 
With ſuch She muſt return ar ſetting Ligut; 
Tho” not Partaker, Witneſs of their Night. 
Thy Ear, inur'd to charitable Sounds, 
And pitying Love, muſt feel the hateful Wounds 
Of Jeſt obſcene, and vulgar Kibaldry ; 
The ill-bred Queſtion, and the lewd Reply: 
Brought by long Habitude from Bad to Worſe, 
Muſt hear the frequent Oath, the direful Cuiſe, 
That lateſt Weapon of the Wrerch's War: 
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Now, Emma, now the laſt Reflection make, 
What thou would't follow,what thou muſt forſake : 
By our ill-omen'd Stars and adverſe Heav'n 
No middle Object to thy Choice is given: 

Or yield thy Virtue to attain thy Love; 
Or leave a baniſh'd Man, condemn'd in Woods to 
E MM A. e 

o Grief of Heart ! that our unhappy Fates 
Force thee to ſuffer what thy Honour hates: 
Mix thee among the Bad; or make thee run 
Too nears the Paths, which Viztue bids thee hun. 
Yet with her Henry ftill let Emma go; 

With him dor the Vice, but ſhare the Woe: 
And ſure my little Heart can never err 
Amidſt the work, if Henry ſtill be there. 

Our outward Act is prompted from within; 
And from the Sinner's Mind proceeds the Sia : 
By her own Choice free Virtue is approv'd; 
Not by the Force of outward Objects mov'd: 
Who has aſſay d no Danger, gains no Praiſe; 
In a ſmall Ile, amidſt the wideſt Seas, 
Triumphant Conftancy has fix d her Seat: 8 


In vain the Sytens fing, the Tempeſts beat: 

Their Flatt ry ſhe rejects, nor fears their Threat. 
For thee alone theſe little Charms 1 dieſt; 

Condemu'd them, or abſolv'd them by thy Teſt : 

In comely Figure rang'd my Jewels ſhone ; 

Oc acgligently plac'd, for Thee alone: 


For 
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For thee again they mall be laid afide ; 
The Woman, Henry, ſhall put off her Pride 
For thee; my Cloaths, my Sex exchang'd, 
thee, 
Pl mingle with the Peoples wretched Lee; 
(Oh! Line extream of human Infamy !) 
Wanting the Sciſſars, and my Hands fhall tear 
(if that obſtructs my Flight) this Load of Hai: 
Black Soot or yellow Walnut ſhall diſgrace 
This little Red and White of Emma's Face : 
Theſe Nails withScratches ſhall deform myBreaft, 
Leſt by my Look or Colour be expreſs'd (4,064, 
The Mark of ought high born, or ever better 
Yet in this Commerce, under this Diſguiſe, 
Let me be grateful ſtill ro Henry's Eyes: 
Loſt to the World, let me to him be known: 
My Fate I can abſolve, if he ſhall own, 
Thar leaving all Mankind, I love but him alone. 
HENKRT. 

O wildeſt Thought of an abandou'd Mind! 
Name, Habit, Parents, Woman left behind; 
£v*n Honour dubious, thou preferr'it to go 

Wild to the Woods with me; ſaid Emma fo? 


Od 1 dream what Emma never ſaid? 

O guilty Ercor! and oh vretched Maid! 

Whoſe roving Fancy would reſolve the ſame 

With him, who next ould tempt her eaſie Fame; 

And blow with empty Words the ſuiceptible 
Flame. 


192 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 


Now why ſhould dubious Terms thy Mind perplex ? 
Confeſs thy Frailty, and avow the Sex: 
No longer looſe Deſire for conſtant Love |... 
Miſtake; but ſay tis Man, with whom thou long'ſt to 
EMMA. (Swords; 

Are there not boiſons, Wracks, and Flames, and 
That Emma thus muſt die by Henry's Words? 
Yet what couldSwords or Poiſon, Wracks or Flame 
But mangle and disjoint this brittle Frame? 
More fatal Henry's Words; they murder Emma 

Fame. | 

And fall theſe Sayings from that gentle Tongue, 
Where civil Speech and ſoft Perſuaſion hung? 
Whoſe artful Sweetneſs and harmonious Strain 
Courting my Grace, yet courting it in vain, 
CalPd Sighs, and Tears, and Wiſhes to its Aid: 
And, whilſt it Henry's glowing Flame convey 
Sill blam' d the Coldneſs of the Nut-brown Maid. 

Let envious Jealouſie and canker'd Spight t 


Produce my Action to ſevereſt Light; 

And tax my open Day, or ſecret Night. 

Did e er my Tongue ſpeak my unguarded Heart 
The leaſt inclin d to play the Wanton's Pact ? 
Did Cer my Eye one inward Thought reveal, 
Which Angels might not hear, ard Virgins tell 
And haft thou, Henry, in my Conduct known 
One Fault, but that which 1 muſt ever own, 
That 1 of all Mankind have lov'd but thee a- 
* lone? 
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HENRI. 

Vainly thou talk'ſt of loving Me alone: 
Each Man is Man, and all the Sex is One. 
Falſe are cur Words, and fickle is our Mind: 
Nor in Love's Ritual can we ever firid 8 
Vows made to laſt, or Promiſes to bind. 

By Nature prompted, and for Empire made, 
Alike by Strength or Cunning we invade: 
When arm'd with Rage we march againſt the Foe ; 
We lift the Battel-Ax, and draw the Bow: 
When fir'd with Paſſion we attack the Fair; 
Deluſive Sighs and brittle Vows we beat: 
Our Falſhood and our Arms have equal uſe. 
As they our Conqueſt cr Delight produce. 

The fooliſh Heart thou gav'ſt, again receive 
(The only Boon departing Love can give) 
To be leſs Wretcaed, be no longer True: 
What ſtrives to ffy Thec, why mould'ſt thou 

purſue ? | 4 

Forget the Preſent Flame; indulge a New. 
Single the lovelicſ ot the amorous Youth ; 
Ask for his Vow ; but hope not for his Truth: 
The next Man (and the next thou malt believe) 8 


* 


Will pawn his Gods, iutending to deceive; 
Will kneel, implote, per!:ft, o eccome, and leave. 
Hence let thy C-/4 aim his Acrows right; 
Re Wiſe, and Falſe; ſnuu Trouble; teck C mo 
(bange Thou the tiuft;uor wait tis Love's Flight 

K Why 
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hy ſhouldſt thou v eepꝰlet Nature judge ourCaſe: 
1 ſaw Thee Young, and Fair; purſu'd the Chaſe 
Of Youth, and Beauty: 1 another ſaw 
Fairer, and Younger ; yielding to the Law 
Of our all-ruling Mothet, I purſu'd 
More Youth, more Beauty: Bleſt viciſſitude 
My active Heart till keeps its priſtine Flame; 
The Object alter d, the Deſire the ſame. 

This Younger Fairer pleads her rightful Charms: 
Wich preſent Power compels me to her Arms. 
And much 1 fear from my ſubje&ed Mind, 

(If Beauty's Force to conſtant Love can bind) 
That Years may roll, e er, in Her turn, the Maid 
Shall weep the Fury of my Love decay'd: 

And weepin? follow me, as Thou doſt now, 
With idle Clamours of a broken Vow. 

Nor can the wildneſs of thy Wiſhes err 
So wide, to hope that Thou may'ft live with Her, 
Love, well thou know'ſt, uo Partnerſhip allows: 
cupid averſe rejects divided Vows. 

Then from thy fooliſh Hearr, vain Maid, remoye 
An uſeleſs Sorrow, and an ill-ftarr'd Love; 
And leave me with the Far, at large in Woods to 
rove. 
E MMA. 

Are we in Life thro' one great Ertor led? 

Is each Man perjur d, and each Nymph betray'd? 
Of the Superior Sex art thou the worſt? 
Am 1 of Mine the moſt compleatly curit ? 


I 
d? 
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Yet let me go with Thee, and going prove, 
From what 1 will endure, how much I love. 

This potent Beauty, this triumphant Fair, 
This happy Object of our diff rent Care, 
Her let me follow ; Her let me attend, 
A Servant : (She may ſcorn the Name of Friend.) 
What ſhe demands, iuceſſant 111 prepare; 
Fil weave her Garlands, and F11l pleat Her Hair: 
My buſie Diligence ſhall deck her Board; 
(For there at leaſt I may approach my Lord :) 
And when Her Henry's ſofter Hours adviſe 
His Servant's Abſence ; with dejected Eyes 
Far V1l recede, and Sighs forbid to riſe. 

Yet when encreaſing Grief brings flow Diſeaſe ; 
And ebbing Life, on Terms ſevere as theſe, 
Will have its little Lamp no longer fed: 
When Henry's Miſtreſs ſhows him Emma dead; 
Reſcue my poor Remains from vile Neglect; 
With Virgin Honours let my Herſe be deck'd, 
And decent Emblem; and at leaſt perſuade 
This happy Nymph, that Emma may be laid, 
Where Thou, dear Author of my Death ; where She 
Wirth frequent Eye my Sepulchre may fee. 
The Nymph amidft her Joys may haply breath 
A pious Sigh, reflecting on my Death, 
And the ſad Fate which She may one Day prove, 
Who hopes from H:1ry's Vows eternal Love. 

K 2 And 
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And Thou forſworn, Thou cruel, as Thou art, 

If Emma's lmage ever touch'd thy Heart ; 

Thou ſure muſt give one Thought, and drop one Tear, 

To Her whom Love abandon'd to Deſpair; 

' To Her, wao dying, on the wounded Stone 

Bid it in laſting Characters be known, 

Thar of Mankind She lov'd but Thee alone. 
HENRT. 

Hear, ſolemn Fove; and conſcious Venus hear; 
And thou, bright Maid, believe Me, whilſt I ſwear ; 
No Time, no ( hange, no future Flame ſhall move 
The well-plac'd Baſis of my laſting Love. 
O Powerful Virtue! O Victorious Fair! 

At leaft excuſe a Tryal too ſevere; 
Receive the Triumph, and forget the War. 

No baniſh d Man condemn'd in Woods to rove 
Intreats thy Pardon, and implores thy Love : 
No petjur'd Knight deſires to quit thy Arms, 
Faucſt Collection of thy Sexes Charms: 

Crown of my Love, and Honour of my Youth, 
Henry, thy Henry with Eternal Truth, 

As Thou may ſt wiſh, ſhall all his Life imploy, 
And found his Glory in his Emma's Joy. 

In Me behold the Potent Edyar's Heir, 
IIluſtrious Earl: Him terrible in War 
Let Loyre confeſs; for She has felt his Sword 
Aud tzxembling fled before the Britiſh Lord. 


Him 
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Him great in Peace and Wealth fair Deva knows ; 
For the amidſt his ſpacious Meadows flows: 
Inclines her Ucn upon his fatten'd Lands; 
And ſees his numerous Herds imprint her Sands. 
And Thou, my Fair, my Dove, ſalt raiſe thy 
Thought 
To Greatneſs next to Empire; ſhalt be brought, 
With ſolemn Pomp, to my Paternal Scat, 
Where Peace and Plenty on Thy Word ſhall wai:- 
Muſick and Song ſhall wake the Marriage-Day ; # 
And while the Pricſts accuſe the Bride's Delay 3 > 
Myrtles and Roſes ſhall obſtruct her Way. 
Friendſhip ſhall ſtill Thy Evening Feaſts adorn: 
And blooming Peace ſhall ever bleſs Thy Morn, 
Succeeding Years their happy Race ſhall run: 
And Age unheeded by Delight come on: 
While yet Superior Love ſaall mock his Power: 
And when old Time ſhall turu the fared Hour, 
Which only can our well-ty'd Kaot unfold; 
What reſts of Both, one Sepulchre ſhall hold. 
Hence then for ever from my Em ,s Breaſt 
(That Heav'n of Softneſs, and that Scat of Reſt) 
Ye Doubts and Fears, and all that know to move 
Tormenting Grief, and all that trouble Love, 
Scatter'd by Winds recede, and wild in Foreſts 


rove, 
EMMA. 
O Day the faireſt ſure that ever roſe 
Period and End of anxious Emma's Woes ; 


K 1 Sire 
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Sire of her Joy, and Source of her Delight ; 

O! wing'd with Pleaſure take thy happy Flight ; 

And give each future Morn a Tinfure of thy 

White. 

Yet tell thy Vor'ry, potent Queen of Love, 

Henry, my Eenry, will He never rove? 

Will He be ever Kind, and Juſt, and Good? 

And is there yet no Miſtreſs in the Wood? 

None, none there is: The Thought was raſh and vain; 

A falſe Idea, and a fancy d Pain. 

Doubt ſhall for ever quit my ſtrengthen'd Heart ; 

And anxious Jealouſie s corroding Smart: 

Nor other Inmate ſhall inhabit there, 

But ſoft Belicf, young Joy, and pleaſing Care. 

Hence let the Tides of Plenty ebb and flow; 

And Fortune's various Gale unheeded blow: 

If at my Feet the Suppliaur Goddeſs ſtands; 

And ſheds her Treaſures with unweary d Hands; 

Ker preſent Favour cautious I'll embrace; 

And not unthankful uſe the proffer'd Grace : 

If the reclaims the Temporary Boon; 

And tries her Pinions, flutt'ring to be gone; 

Secure of Mind V1! obviate her Intent; 

And unconcern'd return the Good the lent: 

Nor Happineſs can l, nor Miſery feel, 

From any Turn of her Fantaſtic Wheel : 

Friendſhip's great Laws, and Love's ſuperior Pow'r, 

Muſt mak the Colour of my future Hour. 
From 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 199 
Frem the Events which thy Commands N 


1 muſt my Bleſſings or my Sorrows date: 
And Henry's Will muſt dictate Em2mz's Fate. 
Yet while with cloſe Delight and inward Pride 


(Which from the World my careful Soul hail hide) 
I ſee Thee, Lord and End of my Deſite, 


Exalted high as Virtue can require 

With Pow'r inveſted, and with Pleaſure chear'd ; 
Sought by the Good, by the Oppreſlor fear d; 
Loaded and bleſt with all the affluent Store, 
Which human Vows at ſmoaking Shines implore; 
Grateful and humble grant me to employ 

My Life, ſubſervient only to thy Joy, 

And at my Death to bleſs thy Kindneſs ſhown 
To Her, who of Mankind could love but Thee alone. 


Hile thus the conſtant Pair alternate ſaid; 
Joyful above them and around them play'd 

Angels and ſportive Loves, a numerous Crowd; 

Smiling they clapt their Wings, and low they bow'd: 

They tumbled all theit little Quivers o'er, 

To chuſe propitious Shafts ; a precious Store : 

That when theic God ſhould take his future Darts, 

To ſtrike (however racely) conftant Hearts; 

His happy Skill might proper Arms imploy, 

All tipt with Pleaſure, and all wing'd with Joy: 
And thoſe, they vow'd, whoſe Lives ſhould imitate 

Theſe Levers Conſtancy, ſhould hare their Fate. 

KS: * The 
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The Queen of Beauty ſtop d her bridled Doves ; 
Approv'd the little Labour of the Loves; 
Was proud and pleas'd the mutual Vow to hear; 
And to the Triumph call'd the God of War; 
Soon as She calls, the God is always near. 4 
Now Ai,, the ſaid, let Fame exalt her Voice; 
Nor let thy Conqueſts only be her Choice: 
But when She ſings great Edward from the Field 
Keturn'd, the Hoſtile Spear and Captive Shield! 
ln concord's Temple hung, and Gallia taught to 
yield: 
And when, as prudent Saturn ſhall compleat 
The Years deſigu d ro perfect Br:rain's State; 
The {»ift-wing'd Power ſhall take her Trump again 
To ſing Her Fav'iite Anna's wond'rous Reigu: 
To recolle&t unweary'd Mizrlbri”s Toils, 
Old Riffs” Hall unequal to his Spoils ; 
The Priti/h Soldier from his High Command 
Glorious, and Gaul thrice Vanquiſh'd by his Hand 
Let Her at leaſt perform what I deſite; 
With ſecond Breath the Vocal Braſs inſpire ; 
And tell the Nations in no Vulgar Strain, 
What Wars I manage, and what Wreaths I gain. 
And when Thy Tumults and Thy Fights are paſt 
Aud when thy Laurels at my Feet ate caſt; 
Faithful may'ſt Thou like Brir;/h Henry prove; 
And Emma-like let me return Thy Love. 
Renown'd for Truth let all Thy Sons appear : 
And conſtant Beauty mall reward their Care. 
| Mars 


, 
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Mar: ſmil'd and bow'd : the Cyprian Deity 
Turn d to the glorious Ruler of the Sky: 
And thou, the ſmiling ſaid, Great God of Days 
And Verſe, behold my Deed; and ling my Praiſe, 
As on the Britih Earth, my Fav*rite Ille, 
Thy gentle Rays and kindeſt Influence ſmile ; 
Thro' all her laughing Fields and verdant Groves, 
Troclaim with Joy theſe memorable Loves. 
From ey'ry annual Courſe let one great Day, 
To celebrated Sports and Floral Play | 
Be ſet alide; and in the ſofteft Lays in 
Of thy Poetic Sons, be ſolemn Praiſe, * 
And everlaſting Marks of Honour paid * 
To e true Lover, and the Nut- breun Aus d. of 
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Written in Imitation of Spencer's Style. 


Te non paventis funera Galliz, | 
Dareque tellas audit Iberiæ: 4 
Te cede gandentes Sicambri 1 
Compoſitts venerantur armis, Hor. 


PR E F A C E. 


HEN I firſt thought of Writing upon this Oc- 
caſfion, I found the Ideas ſo great and nume- 
von, that I judy d them more proper for the Warmth 
of an Ode, than for any other ſort of Poetry I there 
fore ſer Horace before me for a Pattern, and particu- 
larly his famous Ode, the Fourth of the Fourth Book, 


Qualem miniſttum ful minis Alitem, Sc. 


which he writ in Praiſe of Druſus after his E vpedi- 
tion into Germany, and of Auguſtus upon his happy 
Choice of that General And in the followings Poem, 
tho I have endeavour'd to imitate all the great Strokes 
of that Ode, I have taken the Liberty to go off from 
it, and add variouſly, as the Subject and my own I- 
magination carry d me, As to the Style, the Choice I 
wade of following the Ode in Latin, determin'd me 
»» Engliſh to the Stanza ; axd herein it was impoſſi+ 
ble not to have a Mind to follow our great Country - 
man Spencer, whici, I have done (as well at leaſt 
as 4 could) in the Manner of my Expreſſion, and the 
Turn of my Numbers : Having only added one Verſe 
to his Stand, Which Ithinghtt made the Number more 
Harmo- 
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Harmonious; and avoided ſuch of his Words as 1 
found too obſolete: I have however retain d ſome 
few of them, to make the Colouring look, more like 
Spencer's. Beheſt, Command Band, Army; 
Proweſs, Strength; I weet, I know; I ween, 1 
think; whilom, vorct»fore ; and cue or three mare of 
that kind, which I hope the Ladies will pardon me, 
and not judge my Mule leſs handſome, the for once 
ſhe appears in a Farthingal. I have alſo, in Spencer 
Manner, wſed Cæſat for the Emperor, Boya for Ba- 
varia, Bayar for that Prince, Iſter for Danube, I- 
beria for Spain, &c. 

That noble Part of the Ode I juſt now mention a, 


Gens, quz cremato Fortis ab 11:» 
JaQata Tuſcis zquoribus, c. 


where Horace praiſes the Romans as being deſcend- 
ed from Aneas, I have turn d to the Honour of the 
Britiſh Nation, deſcended f n Brute, likewiſe 4 Tro- 
jan. That this Brute, Fourth or Fifth from Ancas, 
ſettled in England, and built London, which he calPd 
Troja Nova, „ Troynovante, is 4 Story which (L 
think) owes its Original to Geoffry of Monmouth, 
and the Monkiſh Writers ; yet Our Great Camb- 
den does not reject it; and Milton tells it, as if at 
leaſt he was pleas'd with it, tho“ poſſibly he does not 
believe it; It carries however 4 Poctical Authority, 
which 
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which is ſufficient far aur Purpoſe. It is as certain 
that Brute came into England, a: that Fneas went 
inte Italy; and upon the Suppoſition of theſe Facts, 
Virgil writ the beſt Poem that the World ever read, 
and Spencer paid Queen Elizabeth the greateſt com- 
pliment. 

T need not Obviate one piece of Criticiſm, that I 
bring my Hero, 


From burning Troy, and Xanthus red with 
Blood, 


whereas he was nat born, when that City was d- 
ffroy'd. Virgil, in the Caſe of hic mn #neas re- 
lating to Dido, will ſtand as a ſufficient Proof, that 
a Man in his Poetical Capacity is not accountable 
for à little Fault in Chronology. 

My Two Great Examples, Horace and Spencer, 
in many Things reſemble each other Roth have 4 
Height of Imagination, and a Majeſty of Expreſſion 
in deſcribing the Sublime; and both know to temper , 
thoſe Talents, and ſweeten the Deſcription, ſo as to 
make it Lovely, as well as Pompons : Both have c- 
qually that agreeable Manner of mixing Morality 
with their Story, and that Curioſa Felicitas in the 
Choice of their Diction, which every Writer aims at, 
and ſo very few have reach d Both are particular- 
ty Fine in their Images, „ 

| 5 
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bert. Loinwing therefore ur Two Maſters to the Con- 
fideration and Srudy of thoſe who deſign to Excel in 
Poetry, I oniy beg leave to add, (as ro my own Part) 
That it 1s long ſince I have, or at leaſt ought to have 
quitted Parnaſſus, and all the flow'ry Roads on that 
Side the chunt ry; tho I thought my ſelf indiſpenſa- 
bly oblig' d, pen the preſent Occaſion, to take 4 litt 
Journey into thoſe Parts: Now if the Reader u. 
be good enough to pardon me this Excurſion, I declar: 
1 will not trouble him again in this kind, till my 
Lord Duke of Marlborough gains another Victory, 
2rcater. than thoſe of Blenheim and Ramillies, 
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I. 

Hen Great Augu tus govern d ancient Rome, 

And ſeat hs Legions forth to foreign Wats; 
Abroad when dreaded, and belovw'd at Home, 
He ſaw his Fame encreaſing with his Years; 
Horace, Great Bard, ſo Fate ordain'd, aroſe ; 
And Bold, as were his Country-men in Fight, 
Snatch'd their fait Actions from degrading Prole ; 
And ſet their Battels in Eternal Light: 

High as their Trumpet's Tune his Lyre he ſtrung, 
And with his Prince's Arms he moraliz'd his Song. 
II. 

When Bright Eliza rul'd Britannia's State, 
Widely diſtributing her high Commands ; 
And boldly Wiſe, and fortunately Great, 
Freed the glad Nations from Tytannick Bands; 
An 
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An Equal Genius was in Spencer found ; 
To the high Theme he match'd his Noble Lays; 
He travell'd England o'er on Fairy Ground, 
In Myſtick Notes to Sing his Monarch's Praiſe : 
Reciting wondrous Trutus in pleaſing Dreams, | 
He deck d Eliza's Head with Gloriana's Beams. 
IIL 

Put, Greateſt Anna while Thy Arms purſue 
Paths of Renown, and climb Aſcents of Fame. 
Which not Auguſtus, nor Eliza knew; 
What Poet ſhall be found to Sing Thy Name? 
What Numbers ſhall record, what Tongue ſhall ſay 
Thy Wars on Land, Thy Triumphs on the Maia? 
o Faireſt Model of Imperial Sway ! 
What equal Pen ſhall write Thy wond'rous Reign? 
Who ſhall Attempts and Fears of Arms rehearſe, 
Not yet by Story told, nor parallePd by Verſe? 

IV. 

Me all too mean for ſuch a Task I weet; 
Yet if the Sovereign Lady daign'd to Smile, 
I'd follow Horace wi h impetuous Heat, 
And cloath the Verſe in Spencer's Native Stile. 
By theſe Examples rightly taught to Sing, 
And ſmit with Pleaſure of my Country's Praiſe, 
stretching the Plumes of an uncommon Wing, 
High as 0!ympus I my Flight would raiſe: 
And lateſt Times mould in my Numbers read 
Anna's Immortal Fame, and Marlbri's hardy Deed. 

V. A5 
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V. 

As the Strong Bagle in the filent Wood, 
Mindleſs of warlike Rage, and hoſtile Care, 
Plays round the Rocky Cliff, or Cryſtal Flood, 
Till by Fove's high Beheſts call'd out to War, 
And charg'd with Thunder of his angry King, 
His Boſom with the vengeful Meſſage glows: 
Upward the Noble Bird dire&s his Wing; 

And tow'ring round his Maſter's Earth-born Foes, 

Swift he collects his fatal Stock of Ire; 

Lifts his fierce Talon high, and darts the forked 
VI. [Fue. 

Sedate and calm thus Vitor Aarlbrs ſate 
Shaded with Laurels, in his Native Land : 

, Till Anna calls him from his ſoft Retreat; 
And gives Her Second Thunder to his Hand: 
Then leaving ſweet Repoſe, and gentle Eaſe, 
With ardent Speed He ſeeks the diſtant Foe; 
Marching o'er Hills and Vales,o'erRocks and Seas, 
He meditates, and ſtrikes the wond*rous Blow: 
Our Thought flies lower than our General's Fame ; 
Graſps he the Bolt? we ask; when he has hurl' d 
the Flame. 


VII. 
When fierce Bavar on Fudoign's ſpacious Plain 
Did from afar the Br:itih Chief behold ; 
Betwixt Deſpair, and Rage, and Hope, and Pain, 
Something within his warring Boſom roll'd : 
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He views that Fav'tite of Indulgent Fame, 
Whom whilom he had met on 1fer's Shoar : 
Too well, alas! the Man he knows, the ſame. 
Whaſe Proweſs there repell'd the Boyan Pow'r; 
And ſent Them trembling thro” the frighted Lands, 
Swift as the Whirlwind drives Arabia's ſcatter'd 

| vm. (Sands. 

His former Loſſes he forgets to grieve; 

Abſolves his Fate, if with a kiader Ray 
It now would ſhine, aad only give him leave 
To balance the Account of Blenheim's Day. 

So the fell Lion in the lonely Glade, 

(His Side ſtill ſmarting with the Hunter's Spear) 
Tho' deeply wounded, no way yet diſmay'd; 
Roars tertible, and meditates new War; 

In ſullen Fury traverſes the Plain, 

To find the vent*zous Foe, and Battel him again. 

IX. 
Miſguided Prince, no longer urge thy Fate; 

Not tempt the Hero to unequal War; 

Fam d in Misfortune, and in Ruin Great, 
Confeſs the Force of Maribri's ſtronger Star. 
Thoſe Laurel Groves (the Merits of thy Youth) 
Which thou from Mahomer didſt greatly gain, 
While bold Aſſertor of reſiſtleſs Truth, 

Thy Sword did Godlike Liberty maintain 
Muſt from thy Brow their falling Honours ſned 
And their tranſplanted Wreaths muſt deck a wor- 

thier Head, X. Yet 
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X. 

Yet ceaſe the Ways of Providence to blame; 
Aud Human Faults with Human Grief confeſs ; 
Tis Thou art chang*d,while Heay*n is ſtill the ſame; 
From thy ill Councils date thy ill Succeſs: 
Impartial Juftice holds Her equal Scales, 

Till ſtrong er Virtue does the Weight incline : 

If over thee thy glorious Foe prevails, 

He now defends the Cauſe, that once was thine. 

Righreous the War, the Champion ſhall ſubdue : 

For Fove's great Handmaid, Power, muſt Fove's 
Decrees purlue. | 


XI. (larms : 

Hark! the dire Trumpets ſound their ſhtill A- 
Auverquerque, branch'd from the renown'd Naſſuws:, 
Hoary in War, and bent beneath his Arms, 

His glorious Sword with dauntleſs Courage draws. 
Men anxious Brirain mourn'd her parting Lord, 
And all of William that was Mortal dy'd : 

The faithful Hero had receiv d this Sword 

From his expiring Maſter's much lov'd Side. 

Otr from its fatal Ire has Lows flown, run. 
nete-e er Great William led, oz Muc ſe and Sambre 

XII. 

Dut brandiſh J high, in an ill-omen'd Hour 
To Thee, proud Can, behold thy juſteſt Fear, 
The Maſter Sword, Ditpoter of thy Power; 

"Tis that which Ce/ar gave the Br:1//+ Peer: 
He 
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He took the Gift; Nor cver will 1 ſheath 
This Steel, (ſo Anna's high Beheſts ordain) 
The General ſaid, unleſs by Glorious Death 
Abſolv'd, 'rill Conqueſt has confirm'd your Reign. 
Returns like theſe Our Miſtreſs bids us make, 
When from-a Foreign Prince a Gift her Britons take. 
XIII. 
And now fierce Gallia ruſhes on her Foes, 
Het Force augmented by the Boyan Bands: 
So Volga's Stream, increas'd by Mountain Snows, 
Rolls with new Fury down thro” Rus Lands. 
Like two great Rocks againſt the raging Tide, 
(if virtue's Force with Nature's we compare) 
Unmov'd the Two united Chiefs abide; 
Suſtain the Impulſe, and receive the War: 
Round their firm Sides in vain the Tempeſt beats; 
And ſtill the foaming Wave with leflen'd Pow'r 
XIV. s. 
The Rage diſpers d, the Glorious Pair advance, 
With mingled Anger, and collected Might, 
To turn the War; and tell aggreſſing France, 
How Britain's Sons, and Britain's Friends can fight. 
On Conqueſt fix'd, and covetous of Fame, 
Behold em ruſhing thro* the Gallic Hoſt : 
Thro ſtanding Corn ſo runs the ſudden Flame, 
Or Eaſtern Winds along Sicilia's Coaſt. 
They deal their Terrors to the adverfe Nation : 
Pale Death attends their Arms, and ghaſtly De- 
ſolation. XV, But 
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XV. 
But while with fierceſt Ire Bellona glows ; 
And Europe rather hopes than fears Her Fate; 
While Britain prefles Her afMited Foes ; [Great ? 
What Horror damps the Strong, and quells the 
Whence look the Soldiers Checks diſmay'd and 
Erſt ever dreadful, know they now to dread > [Palc? 
The Hoſtile Troops, I ween, almoſt preyail ; 
And the Purſuers only not recede : 
Alas! their leſſen d Rage proclaims their Grief ; 
For anxious, Io! they croud around their falling 
XVI. | [Chiet. 
I thank Thee, Fate, exclaims the fierce Bavar; 
Let Boye's Trumpet grateful Jos ſound : 
I faw him fall, their Thunderbolt of War : ---- 
Ever to Vengeance ſacred be the Ground. 
Vain Wiſh! ſhort Joy! the Hero mounts again 
In greater Glory, and with fulles Light. 
The Ev ning Star fo falls into the Main, 
To riſe at Morn more prevalently bright. 
He tiſes ſafe; but near, too near his Side, 
A good Man's grievous Loſs. a faithful Servant dy d. 
XVII. 
Propitious Mar: ! the Battel is regain'd : 
The Foe with leſſen d Wrath diſputes the Field: 
The Briten fights, by fav ting Gods ſuſtain'd: 
Freedom muit live, and lawleſs Power muſt yield. 


Vain 
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Vain now the Tales which fab' ling Poets tell, 

That wav ring Conqueſt ſtill deſires to rove : 

In Maribro's Camp the Goddeſs knows to dwell, 

Long as the Hero's Life remains her Love. 

Again France flies, again the Duke purſues ; 

And on Namillia's Plains he Blenheim's Fame renews. 
XVIII. 

Great Thanks, O Captain great in Arms ! receive, 
From thy Triumphant Country's publick Voice: 
Thy Country greater Thanks can only give Choice. 
To Anne, to Her who made thoſe Arms Her 
Recording Schellenberg's and Blenheim's Toils, 
We dreaded left thou ſhould'ſt thoſe Toils repeat 
We view d the Palace charg'd with Gallie Spoils ; 
And in thoſe Spoils we thought thy Prailc compleat 
For never Greek, we deem'd, nor Roman Knight 
In Characters like theſe did c'er his Acts indite. 

XIX. 

Yet mindleſs ſtill of Eaſe Thy Virtue flies 
A Pitch, to Old and Modern Times unknown : 
Thoſe goodly Deeds which We ſo highly prize, 
Imperfe& ſeem, great Chief, to I hee alone. Haid 
Thoſe Heights wacre William's Virtue might have 
And on the Subject World look'd tafely down 
By Marlbrs paſs d, tie Props and Steps were made 
Sublimer yet to raiſe his Queen's Renown : 

Still gaining more, ſtill lighting what he gain'd, 
Nought done the Hero deem d, while ought un- 
done remaiu'd, XX. When 
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XX, 

When ſwitt-wing d Nino tur told the mighty Gaul, 
How leflen'd from the Field Br was fled: 
He wept the Swiftneſs of the Champion's Fall; 
And thus the Royal Treaty-Breaker ſaid: 

And lives he yet, the Great, the Loſt Bat ar, 
Ruin to Gall;ia, in the Name of Friend? 
Tell me how far has Fortune been ſevere? 
Has the Foe's Glory, or our Gtief an End? 
Remains there, of the Fifty Thouſand loſt, 
: To ſave our threaten d Realm, or guard our ſhat- 
XX1. (tet d Coaſt? 
To the cloſe Rock the frighted Raven flies; 
Soon as the riſing Eagle cuts the Au: 
£ The ſhaggy Wolf unſeen and trembling lyes ; 
t. When the hoarſe Roar proclaims the Lion near. 
N lii-ftarr'd did We our Forts and Lires forſake, 
To dare our 3r:i;/h Foes to cen F ght: 
Our Conqueſt We by Strat: gem ſhould make: 
Our Triumph had been founded in our Flig!-: 


by 'Tis Ours, by Crafc, and by Surprize to gain : 

d | Tis Theirs, to meet in Arnis, aud battel in the Playn. 

vec XXII. 

; The ancient Father of this Hoſtile Brood, 

de Their boaſted Brute, undaunted ſnatch'd his Gods 
From burning Troy, and Xanthus red with Blood, 

'd, And fx d on Siiver Thames his dire Abodes : 

un- | L | And 


| 
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And this be Troynevante, he ſaid, the Seat 

By Heav'n ordain'd, my Sons. your laſting Place: 

Superior here to all the Bolts of Fate 

Live, mindful of the Author of your Race; 

Whom neither Greece, nor War nor Want, norFlame, 

Nor Great Peleide: Arm, nor uno sRage could tame. 
XXIII. 

Their Twdor's hence and Stuart s Off- ſpring flow; 
Hence Edward dreadful with his Sable Shield; 
Talbot to Gallia s Power Eternal Foe: 

And Seymour fam d in Council, or in Field: 

Hence Nev:i! Great to Settle or Dethrone ; 

And Drake, and Cav*ndiſb, Terrors of the Sea: 

Hence Butler s Sons, o'er Land and Ocean known; 

Herbert's and Churchill's Warring Progeny : 

Hence the long Roll which Gallia ſhould conceal ; 

For oh! Who vanquiſh'd loves the Victors Fame to 
XXIv. Ctell:? 

Envy d Britannia, ſturdy as the Oak, 

Which on her Mountain Top the proudly beats, 

Eludes the Ax; and ſprouts againſt the Stroke; 

Strong from her Wounds, and greater by her Wars. 

And as thuſe Teeth, which Cadmws fow'd in Earth, 

Produc'd new Youth, and furniſh'd freſh Supplies 

So with young Vigour, and ſucceeding Birth, 

Her Loſſes more than recompenc'd ariſe ; 

And ev*ry Age She with a Race is Crown'd, 

Fox Letters more Polite, in Battels more Reftown'd. 
XXV. Ob- 
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XXV. 

Obſtinate Pow'r, whom Nothing can tepe! 
Not the fierce Saxon, nor the ctuel Dane; 
Nor deep Impreſſion of the Norman teel; 
Nor Europe s Force amaſs d by etiv.ous Spain; 
Nor France on Univerſal Sway :nteat, 
Oft breaking Leagues, and oft renewing Wars: 
Nor (frequent Bane of weaken'd Government) 
Their own inteſtine Feu is, and mutual Jars : 
Thoſe Feuds and Jars in which I rruſted more, 
Than in my Troo ps, and Fleets, and all the Gallic 

XXVI. [Pow r. 

To fruitful Reims, or fair Lutetia s Gate, 
What Tidings ſhall the Meſſenger convey? 
Shall the loud Herauld our Succeſs relate? 
Or mitred Prieſt appoint the ſolemn Day? 
Alas! my Praiſes they no more muſt Sing; 
And to my Statue they muſt Bow no more: 
Broken, repuls'd is their Immortal King; 
Falln, fall'a for ever, is the G /e Pow'r---- 
The Woman Chief is Maſter of the War : 
Earth ſhe has freed by Arms ; and vanquiſh'd Heav'n 

by Pray'r. 


XXVII. 
Whilſt thus the ruin'd Foe's Deſpair commends 
Thy Council and Thy Deed, Victorious Queen; 
What ſhall Thy Subjects ſay, and what ThyFriends 2 
4 How ſhall Thy Triumphs in our Joy be ſeen ? 
7 
p- Lz Oh: 
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Oh! daign to let the Eldeſt of rhe Nine 
Necite Britannia Creat, and Gal/ia Free: 
Oh! with her Siſter Scz/prure let her join, 
To raiſe, Great Anne, the Monument to Thee: 
To Thee, of all our Good the Sacred Spring: 
'ToThee,our deareſtDread; to Thee, our ſofter Km. 
XXVIII. 
Let Europe ſav d the Column high erect, 
Than Trajan's higher, or than Antonine's; 
Where ſembling Art may carve the fair Effect, 
And full Atchievement of Thy great Deſigns. 
In a calm Heav'n, and a ſerener Air, 
Sublime, the Deen ſhall on the Summit ſtand ; 
From Danger far, as far remov'd from Fear; 
And pointing downto Earth her dread Command; 
All Winds, all Storms that threaten Human Woe, 
Shall fink beneath her Feet, and ſpread their Rage 
xxix. belox 
There Fleets all ſtrive by Winds and Watets toſt; 
Till the young Aulriau on Heria's Strand, 
Great as e/£2ca5 on the Laizan Conſt, 
Shall fix his Foctz And this, be this the Land, 
Great Feve, where 1 for ever will remain; 
(The Empires other Hope fall ſa) ) and here 
vYanquiſh'dintomb'd P11 lye,orC:ow:r'd PlReign-- 
O Verrue to thy Frith Mother dear! 
Like the fam'd Trojan ſuffer and abide ; 
os Anne is thine, 1 ween, as Venus was his Guide, 
XXX. There 
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XXX. 
There, in Eternal Characters engtav d, 
ie, and Gibraltar, and Bartel zue, 
Tlieir Foice deſtroy'd, their Privileges ſav'd, 
Shall ins Terxois, and her Merc.es owa : 
Sr.:in, from th* Uſurper 39urbon's Arms retciey'd, 
Shall with new Lite and grateſul Joy appear; 
Numb ting the wonder which that Youth atcniey d, 
Whom Auna clad in Arms, and feat ro War: 
Whom Ain ſent to Claim iberia's Throne; 
And made him more than King, in calling him He: 
XXX1. 2 
There 1/er pleas d, by Bleinbeim's glotious Field 
Rolling, ſhall bid his Eaſtern Waves declare 
Germania fav'd by Britain's ample Shield ; 
And bleeding Gaul afflicted by her Spear: 
Hall bid them mention Miri, on tiat Shore 
Leading his Iſlanders renowa d in Arms, 
Thro' Climes, where never 2: Chief before. 
Or pirch'd uis Camp, or ſounded his Alarms: 
Si.allbid them bleſs the Vue made hisStreams 
Glonous as thoſe of Be, aud ſafe as thoſe of Hamer. 
XXXII. [rou'rs, 
Brabamiia, clad with Fields, and crown'd with 
With decent Joy mel her Dehv'rer meet ; rpgyrs, 
Snall own Thy Arms, Great Queen; and bleſs Thy 
Laying her Keys beneath thy Subject's Feet. 
L 3 Flan- 
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Flandria, by Plenty made the Home of War, 
Shall weep her Crime, and bow to Charles reſtor'd ; 
With double Vows ſhall bleſs Thy happy Care, 
In having drawn, or having ſheath'd the Sword. 
From Theſe their Siſter Provinces ſhall know, 
How Anne ſupports a Friend, or how forgives a Foe, 
XXXIII. [Spears 
Bright Swords, and creſted Helms, and pointed 
In artful Piles around the Work ſhall lye; 
And Shields indented deep in ancient Wars, 
Blazon'd with Signs of Gallic Heraldry : 
And Standards with diftinguiſh'd Honours bright, 
Marks of high Pow'r, and National Command ; 
Which FValois” Sons, and Bowrbon's bore in Fight, 
Or gave to Foix*, or Afontmorancy's Hand: 
Great Spoils, which Gallia muſt to Britain yield, 
From Crefſ*s Battel ſav'd, to grace Ramillia's Field. 
XXXLV. 
And as fine Art the Spaces may diſpoſe ; 
The knowing Thought and curious Eye ſhould ſee 
Thy Emblem, Gracious Queen, the Brit;h Roſe, 
Type of ſweet Rule, and gentle Majeſty : 
The Northern Thiſtle, whom no Hoſtile Hand 
Unhurt too rudely may provoke, I ween ; 
Hilernia's Harp, Device of her Command, 
And Parent of her Mirth, ſhould there be feen : 
Thy vanquiſh'd Lillies, France, decay d and torn, 
Should, with diſorder d Pomp, the laſting Work 
adoin. XXXV. Be- 
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XXXV. 

Beneath, Great Queen, oh! very fat beneath, 
Near to the Ground, and on the humble Bate, 
To fare her ſelf from Darkneſs, and from Death, 
That Muſe defires the laſt, the loweſt Place, 4 
Who tno' unmeet, yet touch'd the tromblingstring , 
For the fair Fame of Ame and 1/on's Land; 
Vho durſt of War and Marti i] Fury Sing; 

And when The Will, and when hy Af Hand 
Had queli'd thoſe Wars, and bid tut Fury ceaſes 
Hung wp the grateful Harp, to Eiefiniting i ace, 
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CARMEN SECULARE, 


Latinè redditum. 


g Dis amicum, 
Seculo feſtas referente Lucer, 
Re ddidi Carmen Hor. 


ANE Bifxons, priſcos à tergo reſpice lapſi 

Annales zvi, feliceſque ordine longo 
Evolvas Faſtos, quos cztera tempora ſupra 
Conſpicuos Albo, ſec lis Monumenta futuris, 
babes fundatæ, & parti poſuère Triumphi. 
Aggredere infignes ſpoliis, lauroque decoros 
Eaumerare Duces, quos nobilis ira gementem 
Impulit ulciſci populum ; qui ſacra cruore 
Jura Patrum fanxece ſuo; ſcepttiſve potiti 
Mi ſetunt lætum placidis ſub legibus Orbem. 

Agmine perpetuo ſeries ornata Laborum 
Procedat, uus omuis Honos, ſua debita quemque 
L aus infcripta notet: tum Noſtra ad Tempora caſus 
Iufignes ducas, Famamque & Fara Parcutum 
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Mirac'lis oppone Novis, Regique Britanno. 
Dumque fide, curique pati per ſingula curris ; 
Dum varios recolis populos, vatioſque labores ; 
Et ſtudia, & leges, pugnataque ptælia ſeris 
Temporibus mandas ; tute ipſe fatebe te. Fe, 
Omnium in Auriaco cumulari Nomine faman : 
Lt dices O:bi attonito; nil Szcala Tale 
Lima tulere Hominum, nil Majus poſtera reddent. 

Verrice fi blimi ſurgat, tua maxima cura, 
Bello & Pace potens Latium: Fortiſſima corda, 
Egregꝭ os rerum Dominos dabat 7:14 tellus, 
Felix prole virum ; fœctmdam haac aſpice gentem 
Romano/qze tuos; huc vertere, & altius omnem 
Naſcentis prin repetens ab Oxigine Regni 
Expedias famam ; pulchro in certumine Pubem 
Oppone A»ſuniam, & cedat ſua Palma merenti. 

Si potuit ferro Lain rurbare Colonos. 

antes Mavorte ſatns, ſi ruſtica late 

Reg'2 domare armis; raptz fine more gan 
$r3enti ſamæ, eceptiſque ingentibus obſtanc. 
Sacta Pehm, ſanctaſque Aras, & Templu tuem 
Cura Naman ſubtit; fed frigida dextcra bello, 
Noa haftam torquere ſeiens, daſemque totare 
tulmiueum, juvenumque menus armare fremparotu . 
Confiliis, eſto, Feb/i Romana yigebaut | 
Arma: at res omnes gelide tardeque- miniftrans, 
Dilatot dimm Sapiens ingrata ttahebat 
Bella. Quid unmani Patrem pietate ctuentum 
Vitoron 
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Ultorem Bratum referam ? forteſque ſub armis 
Amilium, Decium, Ourium 7 tot Magna Animorum 
Nos Exempla monent, qua poſſit lege Libido 
Frænari, & quantum cedat Virtutibus Aurum: 
Hos quoque ted nimium gaudens popularibus auris, 
Hos rapit Ambitio, tumidoque Superbia faftu 
Oſtentaus humileſque caſas, parvoſque Tenates. 
Sit quanquam IIluſtris, primos Ingiorius annos 
Scipiades egit; nec mens invicta Catonis 
Semper erat, tunc faſſa met am, vel viſa fateri, 
Cum ceſſit Fato, & lucem indignata refugit. 
Julius Externos fiuſtra domat, omnia Toe 
Subj iciens, Nmamque ſibi; Surgit que triumphans 
Afflictos Cives ſuper, opprefſumque Senatum. 
Imperium lene Augu lust, Patriamque ſubact am 
Mollia vinc'la pati juſſit: ſed vincula paſſa eſt, 
purpureum cultu inſolito venerata Tytannum. 
Fas Veterum laudes juſtis cclebrace Triumphis: 
Fas etiam errores, atque omnia ferre ſub auras. 
Stare loco impatiens magni ſeſe impete verſat 
Vivida vis auimi, Patrii ceu Tbrifis unda, 
Cui nunc lene fli ens rigat ag os dulcis aquæ fons; 
yortice nunc rapido volvit ſe turbidus Amnis; 
Et limo caſtas obſcœno polluit Undas: 
Diis quanquam geniti, atque invicti viribus eſſent, 
Mortalem infecto faſſi ſunt Sanguine Matrem, 
Decolor ex illo vitiis dominantibus ætas 
Degenerate aula eſt ; rumpit vinc la omnia Miles 
Acer, 
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Acer, acerba fremens; Majeſtatemque verendam 
Effrænis violat rabies: jam Segnior annis 

Heu! Vix agnoſces veteris Veſtigia Formz : 
Donec gens Diviim, nati venientibus annis, 
Heroim novus ordo datur, nova Lumina Surgunt ; 
Heſperioque Dies melior procedit Olympo. 

Aſpice ut inſignis Spoliis Pharamonda:; opimis 
Ingreditur ; magnuſque Aquilis qui Lilia junxit 
carolus; inde alu, quos Gallica terra Triumphis 
Dives alit, genus acre virùm, ſpectataque bello 
Peftora. Sed major nunc rerum apparet Imago; 
Sanguinez en Lauri, victriciaque arma Wilhelmi 
Normanni : Viden' externis quanta intonet oris 
Teudo rum manus armipotens, & Nomina magna, 
Plant agenum metuenda Domus? quid plurima Virtus 
Amborum potuit, te viftrix Anglia teſtor, 

Quam labor Herowim imperio Maria omnia circum 
Aſſeruit, fundanſque Armis & Legibus ornaus : 
Felix, ſi nunquam regnandi dira cupido 
Cognatas acies paribus concurrere telis 

Egiſſet, Patrizque in viſcera vertere vires: 

Illa afflicta ſeder, variis incerta Triumphis 

Cui det colla Jugo, quem fir paſſura Tyrannum. 

Quo Deſideri ſoboles, quo Ceſar Adoiphus, 
Naſſoviique ati rapiunt celeberrima Proles ? 
Omnes Vluftces, omnes in utmmque parath, 

Aur Patciam tutari, aut cextz occumbere mort. 
HOs 


— 
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Hos juxta Auriacus pleno fluit agmine ſanguis, 
Immortale genus: Primuſque en Martius auctor 
Corniger ; inde Heros qui bello à corpore nomen 
Obrinuit ; noſco ct ines, frontemque venuſtum 
Francigene juvenis; Domus hinc chalonta mixta eſt 
Naſſoviis; ſedeſque novas, Menumque bicornem 
Inde petit, linquens Medanum, ripamque Sonantem. 

Jamque Stwartiadum Series longiſſima Regum 
Emicat. Ila diu magna ditione tenebat 
Effræ nem Populum, & duris Regna horrida glebis ; 
Donec Fata Detun, & luſtcis labentibus Eras 
Sceteram manibus tranſcribi Sceptra jubebant 
Auglica; feceruntque omnes uno ore Britannos. 

Atq; hic, Magne Deus, cum res ſcrutabere noſtras, 
Sis bonus O; paſsimque oculos per cuncta ferenti 
Si quid forte tibi occurrat de Gente Stuartuùm 
Infelix; (utcunque ferent ea fata Minores) 
Pro Patria, obteſtor, pro Majeſtate Britauni 
Imperii, nihil lngratum, nihil Acre dolores 
Obductos vulgare ſinas: Preme, Fane, tenebtis, 
Quz laudare nequis; Teque ad Meliora reſerves. 
vtqʒ exit ad * NOMEN ventum, quod flebile ſemper 
Semper honoratum (Sic Di voluiſtis) habemus, 
Supprime ſingultus, ſubmiſsa & voce dolores 
Hos compeice, Tuo ne dota Britannia Luctu 
Ire iterum in lachrymas, iterum gemebunda quere- 
Integret infandam ; ſtilletque cruore recenti (lam 


ternùm crudele patens ſub fectore vulnus 
Maris. 


d 
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Quo jam Raptus abis? Naſſovi Fane labores 
Aggredere 6 ! magnos, atq; amplum claude Voln- 
En! Infans Victor, nutu dum temperat iras [men. 
Turbati populi: jacet en! Tirynthius alter; 
Ardenteſque hoftes, & ſibila colla tumentes 
Sternit; & in Cunis infans ſe vindicat Heros. 

En! quantis tollit ſe rebus firmior tas? 
Quales Primitiz Juven's, bellique ferocis 
Dura Rudimenta, & primis nova Gloria in Armis? 
zublimis Marte adverſo, Mitiſque ſecundo, 
Eventus omnes, & ineluctabile Fatum 
Subjecit pedibus: Non Mens elata Triumphis, 
Non depreſſa Malis; ſed in omnia Pefus Honeſtum 
Fertur idem, Faris contraria Fata rependens. 
Dum Curas hominum, dum ſpes contemnit inanes, 
Fottunæque Vices cæcas; quocunque cadat res, 
Hoc animo fixum ſedet, æternumque ſedebit, 

« Parcere ſnbje#is, & debellare Superbos. ſtem 

En! rotum Heroem, maturum, & Sceptra tenen- 
Contemplare Virum: en! ut juſt3 fulminet ira 
| Terrarum egregius vindex; placiduſque Volentes 
Per Populos det jura: infeſto & leniat Hoſti 
pectora flexanimus Viator; mitiſque jacentiim 
Det vitam lachrym is; quo PeRora fida ſuorum 
Amplecti ſtudio properat? quam totus in Illis! 
Quam curas Pater indulgeas deſcendit in omnes 
Nec Regem pudet Officio certare priorem. 

Ric arte, 6 Bellis ingens, iogentior almi 
Morum 
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Morum temperie, devincis corda benignis 

Aſlueta imperiis; longos hic arte Triumphos 
Maxime Victor agis, cum Teque,animoſq; tuorum, 
acati mque regas æquis Virtutibus Orbem. 

Per varias Vitæque Vices, Operumque Colores 
Idem cautus Honos, metuens & Gratia culpz, 
Puraque ſimplicitas, roti deſc:ripra Tabe!13 
Effulget ; Conſt.nſque ſibi ſervatur ad imum. 
Victoris caſtra ingrederis ? Certamina nulla 
Cum victis, belli nulla horrida ſigna cruenti 
Apparent infixa agris: Non Militis ardor 
Turbavit Feiis; nec Purpura pita ſuperbos 
Induxit Regum faſtus ; ſed fama peric'lo 
Explorata, velut fulvum fornacibus aurum, 
Emicat innocuo : fruſtrà Volcania peſtis 
Circùm immant fremit : Contemptorique minatur 
Flamma ſuo: cxco contra dominata furori 
Ardens ſfeQatur Virtus, Ponduſque Nitoremque 
Ulæſum ſervans ; & Amico vivit in Igne. 

Unum, Fane, oro (quando nos noſtraque morti 
Debemur) magni ſaltem mirac'la Wilhelmi 
Exuperare, viriumque ſinas volitare per ora. 

Ut nati natorum, & qui naſcentut ab illis 
Virtutem ex Illo moniti, verumque Laborem 
Cognoſcant ; & Sancta procul Veſtigia adotent. 
Exoriare aliquis, Regis qui geſta Britanni, 
Fataque Fortunaſque docens, Moreſque Manuſque 
(*rgumentum ingens) vivis committere chartis 
Auſis, 
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Auſis, & ſerum producere Nomen in zvum : 

Cum Statuz, multo cum victum tempore Marmor, 
Traque labentur ; cum bello Sæviot omni, 
Invidioſa Dies Fama monumenta Britanne 
Delebit : tardis cum Sabi, flexibus ibit 

Per terras mutata novas; ſerique Nepotes 
Quzrent, qui ſtabant immania Saxa Namurce. 

En! Urbem, dicent,quz quondam condidit Afiris 
Ambitioſa Caput; toties quæ pertulit omnem 
Irriſi Nubem belli: ſed non ita ſenfit 
Armatos Britonas; non irrita tcla Wilhelmi 
Experta eſt; vaſtis dum Victor Turribus inftans, 
Cum Populo, & Signis victricibus, & magnis Dis, 
Fundamenta quatit: Mortaliaque Agmina fruſtrà 
Contra Naſſavium atque Fovem,contraque Minervam 
Tela tenent: medio diſcrimine cxdis & ignis, 
Ceu. Perſeus per aperta volans, lpſe arduus Arces 
Oppolitas Scandit; fruſtraque objecta retardant 
Flumina,flammarumque globi,Scopulique minaces : 
En! tandem Summis inſultans Arcibus Heros 
Et noti juxta, fulgentia Signa, Leones. 

Et jam finis erat, cum Vitor vertice ab alto 
Deſpexit Gallum attonitum, & tum libera vinc'o 
Littotaque, & latos populos ; Pacemque ſilenti 
Indulfit felicem Orbi: longe audiit zther, 

Et terræ, & fluvii; jam que ibat molliot undis 
Moſa ; feruſque ſuas Menus compeſcuit iras. 
Continuo leges zternaque fœdera ceitis 
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Impoſuit Manus æqua locis ; quam fingula Metam, 
Et quem quæqʒ ferat dominum, quem quæqʒ recuſet, 
Gens, ſemel edixit ; Mitantemque admonet Orbem, 
Quantus Amor populi, quanta & Reverentia mitem 
Proſequitur Regem : Comes indiviſus amico 
Adftat Honos lateri : ſupra caput explicat a'as 
Libertas firmata novas ; Pulchrzque Sorores 
Et Virtus & Fama, pari diſcumine certant, 
Utrum Orvaie magis Kegemne, Virumne deceret. 
Quid loquor? aut ubi ſum? quis me per opaca 
Viauuim 
Ire furor ſuadet? quos Muſa aſſurgit in Auſus? 
Dum Vatis Furias Thebani concipit (Ignes 
O ſi conciperet ſimiles!) Te Fane relinquit, 
Teque, Araſque tuas, ut Cœlum & fidera tentet ; 
Demens, quz nimbos & non imitabile fulmen 
Pindaricum fimulate auſa eſt. Da, Fane, furenti, 
Da veniam Muſa, ſua quam rapit ampla volautem 
Materia; & tollit volvens ſub naribus ignem 
Pegaſus ardua in aſtra; neque audit auhelus habenas. 
Cum latos campos, immenſumque afſpicit zquor, 
Expatiatur Equus vix hætret Muſa frementi, 
Nec ſeit, qua fit iter; nec ti ſciat, Imperet illi. 
Saxa per, & ſcopuios, & depreilqs couvalles 
Inſequitur Regem ; Telluſque ſub ungue tonanti 
Ia gemit ; reboant Sylvxque, & magnus Olympus. 
Nunc caſus Aſuſa antiquos, annoſque reducit : 
Pxzrexitos, Patriiſque Virum meditatur in arvis: . 
H 
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Hic 8ritonum motus curi, lachrymiſque ſuorum 
Confilium vultu tegit; & ſecum ante peractum 
Delli & Regnorum volvit ſub Pe&ore fatum. 

Et mox armatas Hyberno ſydeie claſſes 
Molitur ; contraque iras Cælique, Mariſque, 
Impavidus grande urget iter: tum ſanguine muito 
Turandas Anglorum Arces, oblataque Regna 
Oecupat; amiſſo fluitantem errare Magiſtro 
Senſit; & ipſe Ratem turbatis rexit in undis. 
Jamque alias hinc in Lacrymas, alia hortida Bella, 
Per deſolatz Regna infelicia lernes 

Diva Vicum ſequitur; Fluctuſque irrumpit in altos 
Bovind Bello undantis ; tum Naidas ad ſe 
Impatiens trepidas vocat; hortaturque Sorores 
Maturare fugam, quantuſque emerſerat Heros, 
Oceano narrare Patri: vanum Ule timorem 
Kidet; camque Manum victis agnoſcit in undis, 
Imperio dignam Pelagi, ſzvoque Tridente. 

Hinc pleno Brironwm Victor ſubit oſtia velo, 
ans cels4 in puppi ; Pueri, innuptæque Puellæ, 
Effuſique Patres, reſonantia littora circum 
Sacra canunt Reduci: Sed reppulit Ille moleſtum 
Officium ; poſcitque Animos, Laudeſque recular. 
Mox charos iterum Belga-, ſedeſque ſuorum, 

Et Patriam, & toties raptos ex hoſte Penates 
Hoſpes adit; varii populi, diverſaque Signa, 
Externique Duces omnes ſocia Arma ferences 
Communem celebtare Ducem ; quam tardus ad 1 
tam. Quam 
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Quàm placidus Victor, fortunatuſque laborum 
Securus Palmz, dum prædam rejicit Heros. 

Nunc verſz Scenz diſcedunt; altera rexum 
Nunc ſurgit facies: alia ſub Luce videri 
Heros grandis amat; Succeſluque Altior ipſo 
Innumetis Belli Spoliis, partifque Tropæis 
Pacem lætus amat: Jam Virgo reddita terras 
Pacatas viſit; jamque aurea Tempora circum 
Felices ſecrra quatit Concordia pennas. 

Mox ad Dauubium raucxque Propentidis undam, 
Evaſque plagas, alis audacibus ardens | 
Muſa volat; lethi qua jam difcrimine parvo | 
Stant acies, utrinque necem |. gubre minanres : 

Hi motus animorum, irz, infandique paratus, 

Compiets3 belli rab e, ſuſpenſa tenentur ; 

Donec conſilia ingentis ſpeftata e 

Oſtendant, Pacemue colant, an in arma ferantur 

Quæ regio in tert's, ubi Regis fœdera Sancta, 

Aut Leges plac:4x gnotæ: Quz Regna per Orbem 

(Qualemcunq, Fidem, Dominum quemeunq; fa- 
tentur 

Commune m .Arriarn d. bitent ſubm ttere Cauſam? 

H inc ad Hyperboream glaciem, monteſq; nivales 
Urget Diva viam; qu Ah,, altum 
Fulminat ad Tanaim Ce/ar ; nvtvqure rremendo 
Jura quaterdenis Jyven's dat gent:bus unus: 

Hic tamen Hic caſar perculſi's Nomine Regis 
Majoris, non Legitis, neque dulce Miniſttis 
L Officicm impatiens ceſſit; Se, Se Ipſe, ſuumque 
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Objecit Caput, infidi Maris omnia vincens 
Tædia, dimidiumque Orbis poſt Terga relinquens, 
Tangeret ut SanQam, per quam ſtetit Anglia, 
dextram. 

Hujus in imperio tumidum, magmimque fluentem 
Cernere erat Volgam ; multi cui ſpumeus undi, 
Saxoſümque ſonans, obſtantia pondera torrens 
Sed Noſtrum, ſed Muſa ſuum tibi, Tame, tuiſque 
Kivis aſſimulat Regem: Non Ammnis abundans, 
Sed plenus per opima virum Fortem abſque Furore 
Fundit aquam, tardoque procul Languore Serenam - 
0 ! Britonum lambis pulcherrimus agros, 
Omnia ibi ridere facis; Tibi candida Nais 
Purpureas inter violas, & ſuave rubentes 
Vota facit reſolura roſas; Te lentus in umbri 
Labentem expectat Paſtor; Te mollia Prata, 
Te ſitiunt croceis.halantes floribus Horti. 

Quo feror? unde abii? tuque audaciſſima M. 
Quo pexritura ruis? Si fermidabile littus, 
Si Lycios temnas ſaltus, fataliaque arva, 
Bellerophonteii quæ ſignavère furores ; 
I, . — infidos ventos, nova Nomina lapſu 

ubjectis poſitura undis: Ea ſurda monenti 

Atdet in Aſtra magis ; perque inconceſſa Diei 
Luxurians Spatia æterni, petit intima Divim 
Sacra, Jovem, ſimilemq; Fov:s, dictura Milhelmum e 
Indefeſſa Illi maturos poſcit Honores; 
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Quam Velox Theron, quam vaſtis viribus ingens 
Sperabat nunquam Chromins : Muſam Illius ergo 
Per nitidos orbes Lucis, campoſque patentes 
Dulcis raptat amor: juvat explorare Priorum 
Cut iter ignotum: fed inextricabilis error, 
Et cæcæ ambages, quas una reſolvere Virtus 
Naſſovii novit, ſecuram, & vana tumentem 
Exuperant longe Divam; jamque æthere toto 
Præcipitata agitur; jam torti fulminis inſtar 
Fertut; & horrificis tonat exanimata ruinis. 
O Cerptum Sublime ! infelix exitus auſi 
Nobilis! O Muſa, & Vires pro Nomine tanto 
Exiguz ! ſed fic potius cecidiſſe juvabit 
Audentem, quam ven4 humili inferiora ſecut am 
Radere iter medium, tutaſque extendere pennas. 
Nunc ad Te, & Tua Sacra, Pater, turbamque 
Sonantem, 
(Matres atque Viros) quz circum plurima clauſas 
Fuſa fores, Pacem Britonam, Vitamque Wilhelm: 
Ardens implorat, nunc Ambitioſa vagantes 
Mia modos revocet : Tuque 6 ! qui ſæcula fronte 
Fane vides ventura, Res genetricis in alvum 
Deſcendas, parrus ubi ſemiua prima futuri, 
Et renerz Species, ſimulachraque carcere clauſo 
NM xta jacent ; donec magnum per inane coacta 
Mox durare jubes, & Rerum fumere formas. 
Tum tua vox, divine Autor, tua ca relaxat 
Spir4amgnta manus; juſtis emiſla Figutis 
| Dum 


240 Poems en ſeveral Occaſions. 
Dum veſtit Juaftura decens & amabilis Ordo. 
Sed nimium brevis hora fugam meditata perenaem 
Tranſit : & zternam tepetunt naſcentia notem. 
Non de Navali ſurgentes zie Trumphi, 
Captivi Currus, ereptaque ab hoſte Tropea ; 
Non Civilis honos Quercus, non umb.a coronz 
Muralis, Laurique novum decus addere Regi 
Angliaco poſſunt; ſatis Illum conſcia Virtus, 
Geſtaque ſublimem tollunt: ad ſydera raptim 
Vi propria nituntut, opiſque haud indiga noſtræ. 
Nunc ergo, ut Populus felix cum Rege potenti 
Fortunis paribus ſurgat; compagibus arctis 
Claudantur Belli portæ: Er jam, Myſtice Cuſtos, 
Mitior o! jam, Dive, precor, melioribus orbis 
Auſpiciis, alioſque dies, aliumque tenorem 
Tandem habeat, jubeas: hic ferrea deſinat ætas 
(Magna, eſto, ſed Ferrea erat) faſluſque Metallum 
Pulchri:'s, annorem fe gratior explicet Ordo. 
Haud iterum pavidos belkum tucbabit Agreftes; 
At ſecura Quies, at mollis Somnus, Amores 
Jucundi, fuaveſque Joci cum dulcibus Horis 
Perpetuum ducant orbem : Hoc à cardine rerum 
Faulatim incipient magui procedere menſes; 
Atque his flava Ceres, bis formoſiſſima Flora 
Atpizet ; ſurgat que novo Gens autre i ſæc lo. 
Immunis belli, dexrrzque innixa Wilhelmi 
Terra Bricama ſui, ſedeat: ſpeſtet que muinas, 
Et cladem, & Lachrymas, uaum pars aulia futura 
elt, Ex 
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Exrernas ; ireque hominum miſeretur inanis. 
Diſpenſet; vincantque ille quas vincere mayulr. 
Balatu implebunt colles: Sic vallibus imis, 
Lrriguos amnes inter, ſeges aurea in aum 
Surget; & ipſa ſuas mirabitur Anglia meſſes: 
Fundet; & Ambroſios ſpirabit vertice odotes. 


A tergo apparet Genius; ca pitique minacem 
Avenit mortem; jacet illa innonia, inermis, 
(Nam fic conſuluit Fovis Indulgentia terris) 
Intrepidi ante pedes Herbis : Tu quoque magnam 
Partem opere in tanto, viridi Bevinds reclinans 
Leto, habeas; imo Senior de gurgice viſus 
M La- 
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Jura fidemque Patrum, libertatemque Cavendos 
Aſſerete audentes, tuus amplo veſtit honore, 
Diva, favor: Stabit longum fortuna per ævum 
Alta Domis ; patrioque nitebunt fidere nati. 

Per Te Sandtmauri, per Te Talbotia proles, 
Felices Ambo, veſtigia magna parentum 
Ambo luſtrantes, ſaxum hoc immobile dum tu 
Servas, Nomina erunt. Tuque, O pars maxima Muſæ, 
O Decus, O Noſtrum, cui pulcro in corpore Virtus 
Emicat, & ſincera Fides, & Gratia morum, 

Has Ferſee, (preces valeant fi vatis amici, 

Si Deus hoc Carmen, Deus hoc inſpiret Apollo) 
Has tanges aras, hic cingula ſacra decoro 
Aptabis lateri, veteriſque inſignia famæ 

Villeriis ſueta & tibi non indebita ſumes. 

Artibus intentum melior tum cura vocabit 
Herba Angliacum ; mirantem Annalibus orbem 
Exornare ſuis; ſeroſque docere Nepotes 
Imperii Arcana, & magna exemplaria Belli. 
Hine, ut Virtutem dociles, verumque Laborem 
Cognoſcant ; L audiſque animi accendantur amore; 
Negis ad exemplum portis fe Prima Juventus 
Effundens, dum mane novum, dum gramina canent, 
Per ſaltus, gelidumque Nemus, præruptaque ſaxa, 
Nunc Cervos turbabit agens; nunc ardua in armis, 
Et vigil ad vocem, qui fictum Buccina fignum 
Bellica dat, grave Martis opus, ſub imagine luſus, 
Paulatim ex tanto aſſueſcat tolerate Magiſtro: 


Wes Farmum cincres ſanctoc, vencrandaqne Buits 
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Ev nune aleus Equer ſpariis maguz atria citcum 

Curvanis ſomur; lhafQtancia mume premit ora 

Beilatoris Equez mne tome verbere pronus 

Dar lors; & medio fervens in puiveze, firifduen 
jungane 

Sands Covane fenur, exemplis monitura minor, 

vin honos, & nd ſaprencia poſſia. 

Hos rem juver obſcuzos penetiare recaſſus, 

Et varias cauſus, Naturz arcana medeſts, 

Illos degeneri audentes fuceumcre fec'le, 

Cura gravis mne Menn labor 

Exoneraco repletum imma ſorde Theatmen, 


Ut lad i Ammiibus cchis 
Gaudeas, & noftrame ceſonce gene Signs liaguam, 
Vindicis ante pedes qurenaque eine Brice 
Miſcanc aus eig Men, ane libera Graves. 
Neglofiuns in u Carmen, Ao/onque jacentem 
Telles ies menus ; nom reſponders labogk 


vu i ſecennis hame ; fameanque Glenci 
Vindioas 3 manale : yes Afnfſor noms Vines 


Spigat adbas z cornmane Vie jaus cexncre fas cft : 


Muſa Agamennonia: palmas, ſn 


Poems ms ſeveral O 24x 
Conſervare dare Lane; Kadem Hla Wine, 
Cum ſratua, foldeque Arcus de maimore figi 
Deficiens, longs Nomen ſaenmm aſſeret avo. 
Rand verd par officiuma, parteſque premamus 
Ingrati alceznas; cum nil ane Coſore pulchmm,. 
Nil n. Maofz labor inchoat: alcera junſtam 
Alen fic petit oem, & conjurat amice. 
Igneus hinc numeris vigor, & czleſtis Origo; 
Hine efulgenes tern luce c, 

Omni cx page pen; torum deni per erben 
Pulchazes bins cy, mciiori & velleze dives 
Anms dons feet ; Spaliiſque redibit nua, 
Indians in Exropans portals, zzz nitentem, 
Quz difilaſe jacer, qua Sol utrumaue recurrens = 
Ah W Bricexnice Finns 
Ingrediews fublimis 2quas, ſubmicrar Honores 
n quifque faes; puppetque lofigne fuperbum 
Incligent, faſſs, quem Tay, omnibus uadis 
Elegis, Dominoes ; quem Yaſto lamobile Farum 
Deſtinat lee, Tetique Matique potentem. 
Audivere preces Divi ; jamque eng/ice claſis, 
Qua dabis aura viam, tum per aperta profundi 
Ignotumque ſuis mittens fub legibus orbem. 


——— — — — — 
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India Naſſovie ceder ; populique feroces 
Arma, Artes, Moreſque ſcicnt, nomenque Wrlhelmi.. 
Suppliciter venerans, demiſſo lumine ftabit 
Agmen agreſte Vithm ; miramque loquentis ab ote 
Hiſtoriam eripiens, nunc Famam & Fata Wilhelmi, 
Vulners, Sudorem, Palmaſque, Periclaque diſcet; 
Quz quibus. aateferat, dubitans; nunc quantus in 
armis, 


Qualis in Hoſt fait 3 quos Bello & Pace Triumphos 


Erexit : Matres, ut calo decidit Heros, 

Tum natis referent; & vox, quam proferet Lafans, 
Ferre indignantes; cum contcia fama, puderque 
Provocat ad meliora Animos ; cum Bella Wilhelmi, 
Bella quaterdenos lzfis pro gentibus Annos 
Confeta Audierint, tandemque filentibus armis, 
(Majus opus} partos. felici Pace triumphos. 


Non dehinc hos miſeros Myſteria dira docebit 


Barbara Relligio: nulla horrida Numina finger 
Vana Superſtitio, Divimque immania Monſtra : 
Naſſevii Virtus cum ſe micantibus offert, 
Praſentem confeſſa Deum; Cum figna decoris 
Divinz, ⁊ternæaque patent veſtigia Mentis 
Kextis deſcripes. Animis, & viadice Dentrs. 
Scilicet hotrendi juſta fine lege Cometæ 
Incertam lucem quatiunt; & Ciine minaces 


Obſervant homines; & ſanftum 8) be adoxgnt. 
O Fane, o Diviim fi fleftere Fara liceret 3 f \ 


Si Parcz Angiorum precibus 1 | 
Sol iſte ante ſuum ceſſaret currere Corlum, 6 
Quam Rex Naſſovius tertæ ſe ſubtrahet orbæ 
Addendus Superis; ſed inexorabile Numen 

Omne premit mortale: aderit, volventibus Annis, 
Dira futura Dies, & ine luctabile tempus ; 

Cum pars Semidei morfto Materna Sepulchro 
Condetur, Dominuſque ſuis plorabitur abſens. 
At Vos, O Divi, ſi quid pia vota valebunt, 
Vosprecor Æterni, quorum hæc ſub numine Tellus, 
Tuque, O Sancte, tuis, Bifrons, Cceleſtia firma 
PeRora conſiliis; Sociique per Ethera Divi 

Dic, in amicitiam coeant, Tecumque Bricanam 
Conjurent ſervare Domum : Communibus omnium 
Orati precibus, magno procul Omine triſtem 

Di removete Diem; multoſque benigniùs Annos 
Accumulate ſacro Capiti : da Fane ſenectam 


 Immunem Cris, placidague quiete potitam : 


Sat Bello, Emnropeq; datum eſt; ſatis arma Juventus 
$oafit ; & ingentes teſtatur terra Triumphos : 
Cani- 


